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ATTENDING TO HER CURVES 


Hunter 


Hunter by name and hunter by nature, I’ve made a fortune 
in business and I know a good deal when I see one. 


When I board a routine flight I see the next big deal with 
my name on it. And she’s anything but routine. 


She’s got eyes that make my body ache for hers, and hips 
that I know can carry the twins I suddenly feel the urge to 
put inside her. Its instant animal attraction and I know I 
have to make her mine, at any cost. 


Madison. 


It’s all I care about. To begin with. Knowing her name. 
Having a word to describe the feeling inside me right now. 
But I want more. Lots more. 


And Hunter Levinson is a man who gets what he wants. 


She won’t just work for me from now on, she’ll belong to 
me. I'll claim her as my own. 


I’ll be hers and she'll be mine. 


Forever. 


Madison 


A random shift on a private charter is nothing new, but it 
pays my rent. It gives me and my dad a roof over our heads. 


That rent, it gets in the way of so many dreams for so many 
people, but not people like Hunter Levinson. 


He’s a man who knows what he wants. 


I’ve been up close with the business elite, but something in 
Hunter’s eyes tells me it’s more than just pre-flight drinks 
and a hot towel that he wants. 


I don’t understand how millionaire Hunter could ever go for 
a plain girl like me, but I do know that if he doesn’t touch 
me, and soon, that Ill lose my mind. 


Something in his voice, in the slightest touch from his 
strong hands, tells me I’m not just the hired help. 
Something tells me I’m the hunted, and Hunter Levinson is 
the man to claim me as his own. 


My first. My only. 
My Hunter. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


H unter 


“T can’t get it off... it’s not coming...’ 
herself. 


J 


she whimpers to 


I watch as her perfect, heart shaped ass bounces in time 
with her efforts, gasping as she struggles. 


Her figure, for a flight attendant; is fuller for a change. 
Proper legs, an ass I can actually grab hold of and those 
hips. Fuck, those hips... 


Hips that could hold my weight easy and carry the twin 
babies I suddenly feel the urge to put deep inside her. 


She gasps aloud again, frustrated, wanting it to come. 


I’m early, but I can’t help it. Seeing her bent over like that, I 
can’t control myself a minute longer. 


“Let me help you with that,” I croon, leaning over and 
taking the cool length of the neck of the champagne bottle 
in one hand, I massage the tip a little, shooting off the cork, 
sending the white foam spraying all over us; cascading over 


both of our hands, which are suddenly touching in the small 
space of the airplane kitchen. 


Her gasp of surprise turns to an instant purr of delight. I 
lick the tips of my fingers, our eyes meeting, my dick 
shifting hard north in my pants. 


“Better?” I ask, trapped in her icy blue eyes. The silver blue 
kind that dance as the light hits them, highlighting her 
blonde hair, pulled back tight. The ruby red of her sweet 
lips parting, a welcoming smile that quivers with its own 
arousal at the same time as both our bodies recognize the 
instance of the most primal, animal attraction. 


Her pupils dilate as it registers that I’m already hard for the 
heat she’s putting out, even if she’s unaware of it 
consciously, but I doubt that. 


I let my own eyes scan her perfect figure up and down 
some, telling her with my own movement that she’s the 
finest thing I’ve seen in forever. I remember the others 
boarding the plane and become instinctively protective of 
her. Feeling the need to claim her as my mate, to fight off 
the threat of anything or anyone touching her but me. 


I know at that moment that I have to have her, no matter 
the cost or what it takes. This woman will be mine. 


After a split second of carnal impulse and animal lust, our 
bond already formed with our invisible chemistry, she 
scrambles to get something to clean up the sweet, foamy 
spray of champagne I’ve made for us both. 
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“Im so sorry...” she apologizes nervously, I can see her 
flushing, her hands starting to tremble. I superimpose the 
image of her quivering body over the gasping sounds she 
was just making, the sight of the white foam flowing out, 
thick and heavy, I want her right now. I need her right now. 


Her hostess training is automatic, and although we fill the 
narrow space of the kitchenette in the jet, she has some 
seltzer water and a clean cloth, ready to dab at my six 
thousand dollar suit in seconds. My hardness becomes 
uncontrollable, and I feel the fullness of my cock pressing 
against the months worth of her wages that are my pants. 


“Let me... oooh!” she gasps, catching sight of my arousal, 
and I, taking in her sodden shirt front, the thick rivets of 
pink jutting out, straining against her see-through lace bra 
underneath, the whole perfect ensemble squeezed tighter 
by her navy blue jacket, pressing them out towards me. 


My tits. 
My angel. 


A low growl escapes me as I watch her bite her lower lip, 
then gingerly dab at my cuff. I stand rigid, the space 
between us shrinking by the second. I can pick up on her 
own sweet essence mixed in with the champagne, which I 
never drink, but I could drink from her all day, every day. 


For the rest of my life. 


She’s wanting to do her job, torn between that and the 
insane level of instant primal potency between us, the air is 
as thick with it as my own heavy cologne and now her own 
musky urge is being piped in over the top. 


I’m wanting to see just how far she’ll go. Willing her to give 
herself to me there and then, to surrender herself to the 
inevitable; to let me just ease both our aching suffering and 
stretch her tight hole with my cock, covering her, filling her 
with more than just spilling champagne. 


It’s risky. I’m her boss for the day, and if she’s reading this 
all wrong it’s no more flying for her. Ever. I sense the other 
crew coming aboard, and although it kills me to do it, I take 


the cleaning cloth from her soft little hands and cover my 
hardness with it, dabbing at myself with another, just in 
time to be interrupted by the pilot and other crew as they 
board. 


“Pm Hunter, by the way.” I tell her. In case she doesn’t 
know. 


Her face reddens a deeper shade, “Madison...” she 
murmurs, giving me those eyes again. 


It’s all I care about. Knowing her name. Having a word to 
describe the feeling inside me right now. 


Madison. 


I make my way to my seat, making sure I brush myself and 
my hardness against her as she moves to get past me. A 
new urgency is in her expression, next to the one that’s 
destined her to be bound to me, she’s gone and made a lot 
of extra work for herself, and all because of me. 


I settle quickly into my seat, a huge, custom leather recliner 
that the plane has a dozen or so of; letting my hardness ride 
up my belly as I sit. The pressure on the head of my cock 
almost making me gasp as I watch her moving again. Poetry 
in motion, her scent fused to my nostrils sending the perfect 
rhythm of chemical messages to my brain and body. 


Telling me she’s the one and I need to be inside her. 


CHAPTER TWO 


M adison 


My knees are trembling and I’m terrified this flight is over 
before it’s even started. There’s something in his eyes 
though, he’s getting off on this, that’s obvious. But he’s 
really enjoying it all too, just as much as I am, which 
terrifies me and thrills me at the same time. 


I usually fly commercial, only taking this shift as a favor 
from my super, who I say a silent prayer of thanks for. 
Delivering me straight into the hands of a living god... 


But there’s a catch. 
Megan. 


The other attendant, who’s just come aboard as I scurry to 
clean up the delicious mess Mr. Levinson’s just made. Jesus, 
he made me just about come in my panties, just from 
touching me. And his dick! Holy fuck I could’ve reached 
right out and touched it... 


I should’ve reached right out and touched it. 


Megan puts herself between me and my view of Mr. 
Levinson. She’s giving me hell in a low whisper, threatening 
to boot me off the flight before take-off. 


I can hear her, feel my head nodding. I even offer sincere 
apologies, but my eyes are looking right past her, over her 
skinny little shoulder right back into his eyes. 


I shiver an inhalation of breath at the level of intensity 
between us, all the way across the cabin. My nipples are 
hard all over again and my crotch aches with a wetness I’ve 
never experienced outside of the shower. No way that I’m 
imagining it. And there’s no way he isn’t getting off on it 
either. His smoldering hazel eyes, brooding from under his 
perfectly groomed dark brows, bore into me, almost making 
me want to moan out loud. 


But Megan’s all up in my shit before I can respond to his 
expression. Which seem more amused than anything else 
about the chewing out I’m getting. 


I know who I’d rather have chewing me out right now, and 
it ain’t fucking Megan. 


Bitch. 


“T’m putting you on notice, Richards,” she hisses under her 
breath, “Just stay out of Mr. Levinson’s way... and mine too 
while you’re at it!” she puts on her fake smile and minces 
off towards my man. 


My god, I’m jealous of anyone even going near him, like I 
belong to him already. 


I watch Malibu Megan bend over, trying to get close to him. 
My blood turns to ice with spite, and then starts to boil with 
anger. 


But, just as I feel the stabbing pain of a familiar rejection 
I’ve gotten to know throughout my life, she’s upright with a 
start, a few low sounds from Mr. Levinson and Megan’s 
marching straight back to me, looking like she’s just eaten a 
turd sandwich. 


She stabs a sigh into the space between us, “Mr. Levinson 
has asked that you look after him... for the whole flight.” 
She spits snootily before bristling past me into the crew 
compartment and pulling the curtain across with a 
Snapping swish that makes my whole life seem worthwhile 
right at this moment. 


I look over expectantly, and his index finger is already up. 
Commanding me to go to him. His face is serious, but his 
eyes are shining with delight, real pleasure. I rattle over to 
his seat, my knees knocking again and with such a case of 
butterflies and a new level of arousal that I’ve never felt 
before. Not ever. Especially not at work. 


“Pm sorry about that, Madison,” He says. “I had to ask... 
Megan to step out. Would you fetch Simon please?” 


Simon is the pilot and has the ultimate say in everything 
onboard, right after Mr. Levinson of course. It’s his jet. 


I let Simon know he’s wanted and I watch from a distance, 
pretending to percolate coffee, then hear Simon break the 
news to Megan behind the curtain. 


She’s out. Off the plane, and I can hear the words between 
the pilot and Megan as she leaves. Sounds like they have 
their own thing going on. But I don’t care. My eyes are on 
the man who’s making me melt. 


Mr. Levinson motions me back over. I feel drawn to him 
more than ever now, I know I’m not imagining it. This is 
really happening. 


“That’s much better.” He says calmly. “Maybe we should 
start over? I’m Hunter Levinson,” he says holding out his 
huge, muscular hand. Steady as a rock. 


I manage to put my tiny hand in his and feel myself swoon 
as he clasp his gently. 


“T’m Madison Richards,” I stammer, and we both share a 
knowing smile. Trying not to laugh out loud. 


Like two school kids, we share a nervously tense moment, a 
more innocent version of the primal need from the 
champagne incident. Something like... like... 


Love? 


It’s love. Love at first sight, this is what all the books and 
movies talk about. I never thought it actually happened, but 
now I know it does. We both do. 


But how can Hunter Levinson, Millionaire business man 
suddenly go for plain old Madison? 


I notice him staring at my chest, which stiffens again, the 
thought of him even wanting to watch me is a turn on in 
itself I suppress another gasping moan and feel the flush 
come over me, ending as fresh wetness in my already 
saturated panties. 


“You’re all wet.” He says knowingly, making me blush and 
gush even harder, “Your shirt, I mean” he says, giving the 
tiniest wink of appreciation of the effect he’s having on me. 


I look over his own suit, which is still stained from the 
spilled champagne. 


“I have another suit, I’ll change after take-off...” but his 
eyes stay fixed on my chest and I really don’t know which 
way to look. I feel frozen to the spot, like a rabbit in the 
headlights of some magnificent car. 


“Maybe we should... get ready?” he asks, “for the take- off, I 
mean.” 


He touches my hand again, bringing me back to earth, I 
smile sheepishly and collect myself. 


“Of course, sorry, Mr. Levinson, Ill go strap myself in, you 
should do the same...” but I notice his hand stays on mine, 
lingering. Holding me there in front of him. 


“Pm not sure I want you to,” he says, throwing his eyes past 
me, to the crew area of the plane, “all that way... I won’t be 
able to see you,” he says with complete sincerity. With a 
deep degree of possessiveness. 


“T’ll be back over as soon as we’re in the air,” I promise him. 


“Well. Make sure you are, I might need a hand with that 
suit,” he says, and I manage to tear myself away, keeping 
my eyes off him long enough to close the cabin door and 
take my seat ready for take-off. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


H unter 


The reason for my flight, the fancy suit. It’s there in my 
mind. I just can’t get to it. Not with her so close, yet out of 
reach. 


The only thing that feels right is to be close to her, touching 
her. The business meeting I’ve arranged, the multi-million 
dollar deal that’s in the bag? I suddenly couldn’t care less. 


All I want now is Madison. 
Madison Richards. 


I say her name in my mind, not taking my eyes off her 
perfect form for a second. She struggles a bit with the door. 
And I fight the natural urge to get up and do it for her, but 
she manages, making her way to her seat and after seeing 
I’m buckled in, she lifts the handset next to her seat, letting 
Simon know we’re good to go, her eyes never leaving mine 
either. 


I wonder if she feels exactly the same. I mean, she’s a little 
shy, but there’s no doubting those tell-tale signs of her 
receptiveness. 


Madison Richards... 
Madison Levinson-Richards... 
Madison Levinson. 


That’s better. No hyphen. And I'll be giving her more than 
my name... 


Mrs. Madison Levinson. 


Pleased with the decision, I nestle back into the force that 
pushes me into my seat, watching Madison’s expression 
change as she forces herself back into her seat herself, 
facing opposite me in the crew area. The force of take-off 
pushing her closer to me. 


Like it’s meant to be. Natural. A force of nature. 


Once we're in the air and the green light chimes, we can 
move about the cabin, and I know exactly where I’m 
headed. 


Madison unbuckles herself and walks over towards me, her 
dark champagne mottled skirt shimmying in time with her 
legs, pressed closer together; making me emit that low 
growling sound again. 


It’s something I’ve never done before in my life, but the 
very sight of her brings out the caveman in me, I guess. 


“T need you, Madison.” I tell her, standing between the rest 
of the plane and her path. I register her eyes widening 
again, her legs separating as she stands, and I run my eyes 
up and down her curves again, I really can’t get enough. 


“T need you to help me with a fresh suit,” I continue, 
watching as her eyes show a little disappointment, then 
grow wide again as her own travel to my crotch, which I 
can’t help but feel has a mind of its own in her company. 


“Right away, Mr. Levinson,” she replies diligently. 


“Call me Hunter,” I tell her, wanting to sound casual, but it’s 
an order. 


Her face falls, faltering a little, before I take a step closer, 
“Say it.” I command her firmly. “Say my name...” 


“Hunter...” she gasps, and I growl again, watching her need 
to hold herself up by clutching an armrest as the plane 
pitches forward a little, and I use it to my advantage, fake 
falling right into her, taking her into my arms. 


“Hunter...” She gasps again, her face brushing against my 
chest as she clutches against it. I feel her whole body yield 
to mine, pressing her softness into my hard mast, riding 
high at twelve o’clock, solid as stone. Hard for her. 


“We should see if we can’t find you some dry clothes as well, 
unless you travel with a spare uniform?” I ask her earnestly. 


She shakes her head, looking up at me with innocent eyes, 
not even trying to let go of me. 


“Then maybe... I can just help you out of those wet clothes. 
I’m sure I have something that will.. fit.” 


I feel her tense up, then pull away. I frown and feel my brow 
creasing. 


What'd I say? 


“TIl lay your suit out for you Mr. Levinson, maybe you'd like 
to take your seat now. I can let you know when it’s ready,” 


she says shortly, reverting back to a very professional 
sounding attendant. 


I feel a stab of pain in my chest, hollow, like something’s 
suddenly been removed and I can’t breathe properly. 


“Madison?” I ask, holding onto her forearm before she 
turns away from me, “Is everything alright?” I ask, really 
not sure what made her change her mood so quickly. 


“I'm fine, thank you.” She clips. “PlU get you your suit, Mr. 
Levinson. I’ll make do until we land, if that’s alright. I’m 
sure you don’t have something that would fit someone like 
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me. 


Its not a question, but a statement, and I don’t want to 
upset her, the thought makes me feel ill. 


I let her get past me, and registering the distance between 
us, I go back to my seat. Confused, but more hurt than 
anything. 


I try to brush it off, telling myself it’s just women and maybe 
I’m just out of touch. I haven’t been with a woman in... well. 
I don’t want to go there, needless to say, it’s been a very 
long time. 


I guess I just scared her off by being too forward maybe? 


Or maybe she doesn’t want to involve herself with an old 
man. 


The realization hits me, and I feel stupid. Embarrassed, like 
I’ve made a fool out of myself in front of the most beautiful 
woman I’ve come across, perhaps in my whole life. 


I sigh bitterly as I sit back down, reluctantly flipping open 
my laptop and going over my notes for the business 
meeting. 


It was a stupid idea, maybe. I’ll just get back to work... 


But I can’t. I can’t stop thinking about her, and I fight the 
urge to turn around in my seat, to see her again, to go to 
her. To tell her I’m sorry. 


Every word I read on the screen looks the same. 
Madison. Madison. Madison. 


I can’t stand it. I don’t care if I look foolish. I know a good 
deal when I see one; it’s how I made a fortune, and I know 
Madison Richards is the deal of a lifetime. 


Not one I’m gonna walk away from, especially not on my 
own damned jet. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


M adison 


What the hell was that? 


I rush past Hunter, into the private cabin at the back of the 
plane and bolt the door, pressing my back heavily against it. 


I feel a tightness in my chest, like I can’t breathe. My pulse 
is racing and my whole body's trembling. It feels like a 
panic attack, but I’m so fucking wet, it feels like my 
drenched pussy is about to explode. 


I fumble for the zipper at the back of my skirt, but it’s 
jammed, and the skirt’s too damned tight to hitch up. I 
don’t know what I’d do anyway, I never even touch myself, 
let alone try what my body aches for right now. 


I feel the uncontrollable need to touch myself though, to try 
and relieve some of the pressure that just being near 
Hunter Levinson has created. I stab my hand inside my 
jacket, pinching one of my nipples hard between my thumb 
and forefinger, kneading it as it hardens like porcelain, 
feeling like it’s about to snap. 


But it only makes me hotter than before. I can’t think 
straight, I moan out loud, then fumble again for my zipper, 
it really is stuck. I growl out loud in frustration, needing 
Hunter more than ever, wanting only to feel his hot fat dick 
all the way inside me, and I don’t even know why. 


Pressing both hands to my temples, I reason I have to geta 
hold of myself. I’m stuck in this tin can with him in it for at 
least another two hours, I can’t fall apart at the seams now. 


I take a few deep breaths, pretending to ignore my extreme 
state of arousal, and I look through the built-in closet until I 
find what I think I should be looking for. 


The designer label and the familiar scent of his cologne tell 
me it’s a Levinson suit. Will it do for his business meeting? 


He’d look good in anything, even better naked, I bet. Those 
huge shoulders and that slender waist... 


Shaking still, I struggle to handle the suit carefully, making 
sure not to crease it, when really all I want to do is wrap 
myself up in it and scream his name. 


A knock at the cabin door jolts me from my fever, almost. I 
tremble slightly, trying to unlock the door and feel a sense 
of relief, but also a fresh ache for the man when I see him 
an inch in front of me. His face changes when he sees me, 
and against my own better judgement, I don’t even resist 
when he takes hold of my hand. Like a handshake. 


“I’m sorry if I came on too strong, Madison. I’ve spent so 
long working, wheeling and dealing. I sometimes forget 
myself when it comes to manners, in front of a real 
woman...” 


He pumps my hand once but doesn’t let it go. 


“Can we start over, maybe for the third time?” he asks, and 
I have to laugh along with him as he chuckles from 
embarrassment. 


I shake my head and figure maybe we should both just take 
a step back, at least until we get to know each other a little 
better. 


“T laid out your suit.” I let him know, and we both move over 
to the bed. 


“Good choice,” he says, his jaw tightening as he looks at my 
chest again. 


“I’m sorry too,” I say quietly. “I’m used to commercial 
flights, where we’re not allowed to even give real smiles... I 
guess I just...” 


“Panicked?” he offers, and I nod in the affirmative. 


“Tell you what,” he says, like he’s making a famous Levinson 
type deal. “I’ll keep my eyes and hands to myself... if you'll 
have dinner with me tonight, after my stupid meeting.” 


“Deal.” I hear myself saying, not even considering how I'll 
do any of it, I haven’t got a change of clothes, and my in- 
flight bag has like eighteen dollars in it. 


“There should be some attendant uniforms back there too,” 
he says, unbuttoning his collar, “You should really change 
your uniform...” 


And there it is again. I feel the old shooting pain of the root 
cause of my reaction a few minutes ago. The same crap that 
follows me everywhere I go, no matter if I’m at work or just 
walking around. 


The whole world’s hung up on people’s size. 


“TIl take a look,” I say absently, making for the door again, 
but knowing that there won’t be anything in my size. 


There never is. 


“Madison, what is it? What did I do?” he suddenly asks, 
turning me to face him. 


I feel a stupid rise of emotions and the tears form in my 
eyes. My lower lip trembles and I want to run again. Like I 
always run. Run away and cry, cry because I don’t look like 
people like Megan. Like the real women Hunter Levinson 
probably fucks every day. 


I suddenly don’t want him to look at me. I feel like dying. 


But he’s waiting for an answer. Hunter Levinson is a man 
who knows what he wants. 


“Well?” he says with some authority, “I think I have a right 
to know.” 


“Ts this funny for you?” I ask, feeling the emotions take over, 
the tears coming now. No stopping them. 


“Is it sport for you maybe? To spill champagne on the 
bigger girl, then tease her about not being able to find 
something to wear because nothing will fit?” 


His look of total shock registers, he opens his mouth to 
speak, but I cut him off. I feel empowered, like I’m yelling at 
everyone who ever teased me for being fat. 


“Well, it’s not funny. Not to me. I’m a person not a dress 
size, and-” 


Before I can continue, his mouth is on mine, his lips taking 
the pain away from my heart and his body taking the breath 
out of mine. 


It’s like a movie kiss. Old school. His wide mouth presses 
hot and heavy onto mine, all passion, but he’s a gentleman. 
No tongue. 


Not yet. 


After what feels like nowhere near long enough, he pulls 
away, but still holding me tight, he whispers coarsely to me. 


“Now you listen up. I happen to like you just fine. Just the 
way you are, and if you think, for one minute that I’d want 
to do anything other than what I’m doing right now, then 
you’re wrong. Can’t you see Madison? Can’t you feel it? This 
thing between us... I just want to-” 


But I cut him off, this time returning his kiss, and daring to 
push my tongue into his beautiful mouth, which he accepts 
with a low grunting moan and I feel myself swoon for the 
second time in his arms. 


The mewing sounds from my own lips drowning out any 
tears, any doubts. Any memories of the life I know I’ve just 
left behind. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


H unter 


It’s all I can do, to kiss her like that. It’s all I want to do. The 
thought of her thinking I’d do anything so cruel, so dumb. 
So hurtful. 


Oh, Madison. 


I’d snap anyone in half who I saw acting like that towards 
her, and all I can think of, the only way I can express how I 
really feel at that moment is to kiss her. To hold her and 
show her how special she is. How fucking beautiful she is. 


So much for not being so forward. 
Keeping my hands to myself... Oops. 


When she kisses me back though, it’s like the fourth of July. 
All my own doubts evaporate too, and I just know that I’m 
with the woman I’m gonna spend the rest of my life with, 
starting right now. 


Right fucking now. 


It feels like a bubble’s burst. Like we can both breathe 
again, and after a seriously long petting session, just 
kissing. I can tell she wants to say something. 


“I’m sorry I doubted you Hunter,” She says softly, nuzzling 
into my chest, her body nestled cozily against my aching 
dick, hot against my own belly. I can tell she’s wet as fuck 
too, but just kissing, just holding each other, that’s enough 
for now. 


Just try telling that to my second brain. Fuck. I’ve never 
been so damned hard. 


I want a hell of a lot more, and I know she does too, but I 
want to show her how Hunter Levinson treats his woman. I 
want to show her how special she really is to me. My girl. 


“Did something happen?” I ask her, not wanting to open old 
wounds, but I need to know how Madison got so down on 
herself. She’s fucking gorgeous, to hear her speaking like 
that almost scares me. She has no reason to think she’s 
anything less than perfect and I’m going to show her. 


n 


“It’s just how it usually goes...” she muses absently, and we 
settle on the edge of the bed, our bodies interlocked 
perfectly. 


“.,.Like the commercial airline job. They gave me a written 
notice last week. ‘Lose the pounds or lose your job’. That’s 
why my super hooked up with this job, working a shift for 
you... Private work’s usually less strict on the size thing. 
She knows it’s only a matter of time before they fire my 


n 


ass. 


I feel my jaw tightening, my fists clenching. The old 
shoulder injury starts to ache, always does when I get so 
tense. 


“They can’t do that!” I say bitterly, “that’s... that’s...” 


Madison shakes her head gently, “That’s... in my contract, 
they included an excerpt of the fine print from the original 
contract in the letter.” 


I take her face in one of my hands, holding her mouth shut 
with my thumb. I’m taking charge of this meeting, right 
now. Hunter Levinson style. 


“Then you're fired.” I say, point blank and her eyes register 
hurt. 


“You’re fired from the airline, because from this moment 
on, you'll be working directly for me, understand?” Her 
eyes brighten again, then melt. Almost rolling back in her 
head as she presses deeper into me 


I keep my thumb over her lips, which I feel buzzing as she 
tries to open them, to speak, but I won’t have it. I’m not 
finished. 


“You can be my personal... travel management executive,” I 
dub her, trying not to laugh at the ridiculous title, and 
without even discussing terms or conditions, I ask her if she 
wants the job then I remove my thumb. 


Her instant and pressing kiss on my lips, then her hand on 
my thigh is answer enough. 


I hold her body so tight against me as we kiss, I can feel the 
pounding in my ribs match the intensity, the timing of hers. 
We naturally fall back onto the bed, rolling onto my suit, 
and I feel my hands moving over her body, exploring all 
those curves which are making me so damned hard. 


They feel even better than they look, and I can’t wait to 
taste them, to rub my whole nakedness over hers. 


But I stop. I ease on the brakes. And I know it’s what 
Madison wants. She’s told me a lot, but I know there’s a lot 


more to this complex gal too, so I resolve to leave it at 
kissing. 


For now. 


“You'll start immediately, of course,” I tell her, helping her 
up and shrugging when she stares at the aching hard on I 
have, the pre-come even showing through my pants. If she 
could see herself, she’s faring a little better. 


Any zoologist would tell you, without even unlocking the 
cabin door, that there were two mammals trapped inside, in 
the throes of the chemical and physical tensions involved in 
the reproductive process. 


It’s freakin’ awesome and I can’t wait to give it to her, all of 
it. Every last drop. 


“You mean it though?” she asks excitedly, as we embrace all 
over again, running dangerously close to that reef of sex 
we're trying to cruise past just for now. 


“Am I really yours? To work for I mean...” 


I feel such a thrill to hear her put it like that. I beam with 
pride and hugging her close to me, with my arms dwarfing 
her, I whisper it roughly into her ear before nibbling her 
lobe and moving down to bite her neck. 


“You’re mine, Madison. All mine.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


M adison 


I must be dreaming. This can’t be real. The plane’s actually 
crashed into a mountain and we're all ghosts... none of this 
is real... 


Hunter Levinson just hired me. He also kissed me and got a 
hard on. All after he doused me with champagne and 
growled at me - in the good kind of way. 


Oh. My. God. 


I want to squeal, to scream out loud and rush to tell a 
girlfriend, but I don’t have one. 


I want to pinch myself, to keep telling myself it can’t be 
happening, but when I look at him, when I breathe in his 
essence, it’s real alright. And I can feel it right down to my 
aching, sodden pussy. I want him to take me there and 
then... but. 


It can wait. I know he’s happy with taking things slow to 
start with, hell. We only just met and already we’re playing 


tonsil hockey. 


Is that normal? Can he be my boss and my boyfriend? Is he 
even my boyfriend, or is he just my boss? 


You're all mine. Those were his words exactly. 


The memory of it makes me sigh out loud and I hug myself 
just thinking about it before I check in with Simon, who’s 
been buzzing me from the cockpit. 


Hunter’s changing his suit and I’ll have a look to see what’s 
on board that fits. I can’t keep telling myself there’s nothing 
that will. 


“What’s going on back there, Madison?” Simon asks angrily, 
“T’ve been buzzing you for like two solid minutes...” 


I make a lame excuse about not knowing how to work the 
intercom, but he’s not buying it. I get that he’s pissed his 
girlfriend got booted from the flight too, which he makes no 
secret of. 


“Well, we’re coming into some rough weather up ahead, 
make Mr. Levinson comfortable please and make sure he 
stays seated. Have you figured out the intercom now? I 
know Megan never had any trouble with it...” then he hangs 
up. 


I shrug the comment off, Hudson didn’t want her on the 
plane, nothing to do with me. I smile to myself at the 
thought, knowing that Hunter chose me to be his. 


I can’t wait to give myself to him, so he can be my first. My 
only. 


“Madison? Madison!” 


I hear Hunter calling me from the cabin and smiling to 
myself again, I make a beeline for his voice. 


Opening the door, I can see he’s in pain, his arm at a 
horrible angle inside his suit jacket. 


“Okay, hold still.” I tell him, but he’s wriggling, cursing and 
then growling in pain. More than pain. It sounds like agony. 


“T just... just get it off me, help my arm out... argh! Ugh! 
Okay, that’ll do. Sorry Madison...” I manage to free his arm 
from the jacket and make a pained face myself, watching 
the horrible expression on his face as he sets his arm right, 
holding it close to his body. 


His huge frame is breathing heavy, wincing every time he 
moves his arm or shoulder. 


“What happened?” I ask, genuinely concerned. 


“My damned shoulder,” he growls again, then clenching his 
jaw, he puts his other hand on the small of my back, 
drawing me a little closer. 


“Sorry.” He whispers, “It’s an old injury and hurts like bitch 
when I twist it like I did just now... I got my arm caught in 
the sleeve and then it twisted... dammit!” 


I can see how angry he is, with his arm, with himself. I know 
he won’t believe me, but I know what it feels like to be 
upset with your own body. 


“What do I do? Tell me what to do.” I ask, switching into 
first aid hostess mode. He puts a hand up, wanting to let it 
go, but I won’t hear it. 


“Tell me what to do, Hunter. Hot or cold? Does ice or heat 
help? Do you have medication, what?” 


I’m right in front of him. My own chest heaving with 
concern for the man. He sighs and then gives a yelp at the 
same time, resigning himself to have to be nursed by 


somebody. I can see at a glance he’s in agony with his 
shoulder. 


“This isn’t a come on, Madison, It really isn’t. But... rubbing 
it actually helps.” 


I thought he’d never ask. 


I fetch a first aid kit, and using the scissors, I cut his shirt 
free, saving him from having to move his arm again. I can’t 
help but gasp aloud as I cut through the expensive fabric, 
revealing the monster of a man underneath. 


If I thought I was wet before. I’m now a raging torrent. I 
can actually feel beads of my own arousal starting to run 
down my thigh as I cut his shirt off his body. 


His muscles are huge, the shirts he wears don’t fit tight and 
do no justice to his incredible physique. I marvel at how 
thick and powerful his whole upper body is, every tiny 
movement showing a new and well defined piece of his 
organic machinery in action. I press my forehead against 
his back as he turns round, I can’t take it. I feel like I’m 
about to die if I don’t climax with him inside me. 


“You okay?” he asks, and I become aware of how deep and 
hard I’m pressing into him, the heat from my forehead 
registering as a blistering fever. 


I can only make a whimpering sound, which makes him 
laugh, then yowl in pain, then laugh some more as he eases 
onto his front on the bed. 


“There’s some liniment in the... oh, you got it,” he says, as I 
don’t hesitate to start rubbing my hands onto his body, 
using the liniment from the first aid kit. I’m tracing my 
hands over his shoulder, then his back, my eyes traveling all 
over his physique, 


“Press harder, Madison, don’t be shy... on my shoulder, 
Madison...argh! That’s it... 


He lets out a low groan of satisfaction, and without even 
thinking, I climb up onto his back, straddling him and 
hearing my skirt tear. His moan turns into a low growl than 
a grunt, the heat of my wetness on his back is pleasing to us 
both. His body vibrating with his growls under me as I 
begin to knead harder into his shoulder, which I feel 
loosening up, knowing he’s getting harder than ever 
someplace else. 


“How’s that?” I ask, hearing the shaking of my own voice, I 
can feel a climax coming and I don’t care, I start to grind 
my mound harder into his back, feeling his muscles tense 
up, hugging my lips and making my clit scream, about to 
burst. 


He lifts his butt, pushing himself harder against me and 
drawing a cry from me that tells him just how close I am. 
His good arm reaching around, clenching my hip and 
pressing me harder into him 


“Oh, Madison, I want you to come on me... Come for me...” 
he growls. 


It’s like a magic button being pushed, as soon as I hear him 
say my name and the word ‘come’ in the same, deep 
growling sentence, I’m gone. It’s too late. I feel myself 
arching backwards, grabbing his legs with my hands, I call 
his name. Shuddering to the most intense orgasm I ever 
thought possible, all the while Hunter’s underneath, tensing 
himself and making deep noises, making it the best ever. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


H unter 


My shoulders never hurt so much in such a good way. I tore 
all the ligaments in it, twenty years ago, dragging someone 
from a car wreck I witnessed before it exploded. It ended 
my baseball scholarship, and left the guy driving in a 
wheelchair, which he swore he’d avenge me for, telling me 
he was better off dead. 


You're welcome, buddy. 


My good deed was for nothing it seemed, until I used my 
college degree and my sports contacts to my advantage. 
Levinson Leisure LLC was born and I never looked back. 


My shoulder? I forget. I’m not twenty anymore and when I 
twist it wrong or try anything overhead at the gym, I get a 
not so subtle reminder of the facts. I often think of the other 
guy, he’d never walk again, but at least he’s alive. Me, I got 
a dicky shoulder, which is nothing by way of comparison, so 
I never complain about it. It gave me everything in the end. 


Having Madison run her sweet hands over it feels like the 
reason why it all happened, having her pushing her mound 
into my back until she screams... I’m in heaven and this is 
only just the beginning. 


Madison leans forward, laying herself across my back, I can 
feel her whole body trembling still, her breasts pressing 
against me is making me harder than I can handle, and I 
feel like the pin’s been pulled. The slightest touch on my 
cock and I’ll explode. 


But I can’t. I have to save it for her. I know now, more than 
ever, that I want her to have my baby too, not just my name. 
It’s an all or nothing day so far, and I'll take it as slow as she 
likes, but when Hunter Levinson eyes his prize, he claims it, 
and when it comes to Madison Richards, she’s going to be 
all mine. The mother of our children, the Queen of my 
world. 


Forever. 


I feel like I must’ve dozed, with Madison’s voice in my ear 
asking if I’m alright. I start a little, then feeling her warmth, 
I relax, knowing she’s still on me, It feels so good. So right. 


“T was having the best dream,” I tell her. 


“The most beautiful woman in the world was on my jet, 
dressed as an air hostess, then she rubbed my bad shoulder 
and came on my back...” I murmur, still feeling dreamy 
from the whole experience so far. 


“Fancy that,” Madison whispers huskily, “I dreamt I got 
fired, then hired by the sexiest man alive...” 


I move to turn over, so I can have her sitting on my front, 
but she hesitates, “What about your shoulder?” she asks, 
but I wing it with one arm, and soon, she’s straddling my 


belly, my cock still at full attention, pressing into the cheeks 
of her fine ass. 


She blushes as I growl again, but pressing her hands onto 
my chest, she moves to dismount. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” I ask, figuring she 
might just want to take her clothes off. 


“I... Can we just...” 


I get it. “It’s alright, Madison, really it is.” I tell her and I 
mean it. 


“Thank you for the shoulder rub, it really did help. I feel... 
relieved.” 


“So do I!” she exclaims happily and we both laugh, then I 
yell out in pain again but I hug her with both arms anyway, 
being so close to her, having her on me like this, it’s hard to 
feel any pain at all. 


It’s just perfect. 
She’s perfect. 


“Oh, the pilot says we’re headed for some weather, better 
buckle up...” she remembers. And I do register that the 
plane is moving around a lot more than usual. 


“Roger that,” I groan, sitting myself up after she’s hopped 
off. I can’t help it though, and I laugh aloud. Her hair is all 
over the place, her dress is torn in three places and her 
make up is smudged. 


She looks more beautiful than ever. 


“What?” she asks, walking over to the mirror, “Oh.” And we 
both laugh as I come over to her from behind, holding her 
with my arms around her waist, even though it sends 
shooting pain through my shoulder, it’s a small price to pay. 


Kissing her neck, I say we could just stay in bed, but she 
tenses up again, shifting away from me. 


“Madison?” I ask her gently, “I want you to be up front with 
me, okay? We’re taking it slow aren’t we? You seem...” I 
can’t even think of a word for it. 


She opens her mouth to say something, but I have to catch 
her, as the whole cabin pitches almost ninety degrees. I 
wrap her in my arms and take the fall myself, onto the bed, 
rolling onto the floor on the other side with her bundled in 
my arms. 


“T guess that’s the weather,” I grunt, grabbing a fresh shirt 
and steadying myself as best I can and making my way out 
to the seats, clutching her to my chest the whole time like 
the precious cargo that she is. 


I get her strapped in and then myself opposite once I wince 
into my fresh shirt, my shoulder feeling much improved. I 
ask Madison if she’s alright and she nods a short yes, but I 
can tell she’s scared. Turbulence on a small plane is totally 
different than on a regular airplane. And this bout feels 
particularly bad. 


The handset in my seat pulses. It’s Simon. 


“Yes, thanks Simon, we’re fine. Madison’s looking after me 
back here. Alright, thank you...” 


I look over to Madison, who seems preoccupied with 
something else. 


“Be about twenty minutes of this, I’m afraid, can you handle 
it?” 


I know she can. But I can’t handle not knowing what’s 
bugging her. I resolve to put it aside for now, and once the 


plane steadies some, and the noise dies down, we can talk 
some more, which I like. 


I could listen to her voice all day. 


“So, tell me about my latest acquisition,” I ask her, grinning 
with pride, “Tell me all about Madison Richards.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


M adison 


The turbulence is scary, more than anything I’ve 
experienced, but Hunter is so sweet about it. He’s so strong 
and has me all buckled up and in my seat before I know it. 


So much for me looking after him... 


The noise dies down, but the plane still does the roller 
coaster routine, and we have some time to get to know each 
other better. Hunter giving me his version of a job 
interview, I assume. Even though he’s already hired me. 


Talking with Hunter is like talking with an old friend. It’s 
like we’re catching up, not getting to know one another, 
and I feel less self-conscious than ever, and I can just tell he 
feels the same way. 


There’s not much to tell though. I’m a plain girl, nothing 
like Hunter, a millionaire with multiple big brands to 
manage, and all off his own steam. 


I was raised by my dad after my mom died when I was 
really young, grew up and went to school then college like 
most kids in the burbs. Dad’s done all he could for me, 
which is a lot on his disability pension, with my college 
tuition taken care of by a local community grant. I majored 
in fashion design, but found myself applying for any work I 
could find, like the hostess position. 


I got an interview through a college associate who knows 
the woman who would be my Super. The pounds crept on 
after college, but when I even mention anything like that, 
Hunter frowns and I change the topic to make him happy. 


I can tell he hates it when I start to talk down about myself, 
a habit I know Ill have to break. I don’t want to see Hunter 
unhappy, not even for a second. 


“Is fashion you’r passion?” he asks, the question throws me. 
Most people would want to know this or that about me 
more, maybe offer their opinion about aspects of my past, 
but Hunter wants to know what drives me, what makes me 
burn. 


“Yes.” I answer with conviction, after taking a moment to 
consider it. 


“Along with my new boss...” I add in for effect, making 
Hunter growl with satisfaction as he looks me over for the 
thousandth time. 


Hitting a smooth spot, I grab my bag from the crew area 
and buckle back in, just in time for round two of turbulence. 
I’m dying to get my face and hair cleaned up. Sitting with 
Hunter, I want to look my best for him, and also for myself 
now. 


I freshen up in the bathroom once we know the turbulence 
is over. The tears in my skirt I make pretty with a few artful 


cuts using the first aid scissors, turning torn fabric into high 
splits, five minutes on hair and make-up and I’m done. The 
dark navy of my uniform hiding the champagne spills from 
before. 


Within a short time, I come out feeling presentable again, 
with Hunter more than impressed. 


“I had no idea being a hostess was such hard work,” he 
says, marveling at my on the fly skills. 


He’s not just flattering me either, he means it. 


“Madison, this is exactly the kind of thing that my business 
is lacking... resourcefulness, making do with what we have 
rather than just buying in new ideas or materials... you’ve 
given me some very good ideas just now. Keep up the good 
work.” 


High praise from the boss already, and I’m still not even 
sure what it is I’m supposed to be doing. 


I try to ask Hunter, but his finger goes up, he’s madly typing 
on his laptop. 


“Gimme a few minutes, I think you just saved me a few 
million dollars...” 


I have no idea what he means, but I like the furrowed look 
on his brow when he’s immersed in his work, his chiseled 
jaw clenched and his eyes blazing with a keen focus. It 
makes me think of the same look he gets when he looks at 
me. 


Coming in to land, the last leg of the flight sees me wanting 
to get up and do my regular duties, which Hunter dismisses 
with a wave of his hand. 


“Forget that,” he says flatly. “Pll have Simon arrange 
something else for our flight back. You travel next to me 


from now on. No more serving. Your place is with me.” 


It feels a bit strange hearing him say it, maybe even a bit 
chauvinist if it were coming from anyone else. But when 
Hunter Levinson says how something’s gonna be, it usually 
stays that way. That’s the strong impression I’m getting. 


We touch down, and Hunter at least lets me open the door 
and check in with the pilot to let him know we’re ready to 
disembark. 


“We?” Simon asks, sounding angrier with me than ever, but 
I hang up, eager to get to Hunter’s waiting arm as he 
stands at the top of the stairs, his car waiting below. 


He holds the door of the limo open for me and I slide in, 
with him following, sitting opposite me again, “So I can look 
at you,” he says, making me blush all over again. 


“Oh, shoot!” I remember, “My bag...it’s got my purse... 
everything.” I say aloud, making for the door, “Pll be right 
back, just a minute I promise...” I tell Hunter, who frowns 
for a moment, but then shrugs in resignation. 


“Sure, but hurry back please. I want you where I can see 
you,” his tone is commanding, but I get what he means. I 
don’t want to spend a second away from him either. 


I trot back up the steps to the jet, nodding past the co-pilot 
who’s finishing up and retrieve my bag, then I remember 
Hunter’s suit. He never even changed into it either. I grab it 
and a fresh shirt from the rear cabin and make my way 
back to the door, a new thrill of excitement coursing 
through my body at the thought of how one shift can make 
the world of difference. 


But the light in the doorway is suddenly blocked. It’s Simon, 
the pilot and he’s not happy. 


CHAPTER NINE 


H unter 


That’s more than just a minute... 


Something doesn’t feel right to me, and trusting my 
newfound guardian instinct for Madison, I step out of the 
limo and back on board, and just in time too. 


Simon, he’s really laying into her verbally. 


“First you get Megan fired, then you call whoring with the 
boss the whole flight doing your job? My god! Look at the 
state of this cabin... you haven’t even done anything the 
whole flight, now you’re helping yourself to-” 


The sound of my angry bark hits like a bullet, startling 
Simon and he shuts his mouth right away. 


The only intelligent thing he’s done all day. 


“T think that’s quite enough, Simon,” I shout. Watching his 
face turn ashen as he figures out I’m not on his side. I hear 
my knuckles crack in both hands and I can feel the line in 


my jaw tighten. The low growl is back, but this time it’s a 
warning. 


“Mr. Levinson, I was just-” Simon stammers. 


“You were just getting off my jet, Simon. Never to set foot in 
it or anything else with my name on it ever again...” 


I extend my hand to Madison, beckoning her over, “C’mon 
honey, go wait in the car, IIl finish up here,” I tell her, and 
she comes over to me, her trembling body against mine as I 
keep my narrowed eyes on the pilot as Madison makes her 
way back down to the car. 


Simon rolls his eyes realizing he’s finished, and wants to 
press a point I have no interest in hearing. 


“You’re through, Simon. Get off my jet. You’ll have your 
severance and formal notice within the hour.” 


He opens his mouth, but my hand is up. 


“Off my jet.” I say louder, making a fist he can see. 
“Nowhere near anything with my name on it. Ever again. 
That includes my woman, you piece of shit...” I watch as the 
look of disbelief in his eyes becomes a reality. The best job a 
pilot could have; gone. Along with his reputation, I’ll see to 
that. 


“Who’s gonna fly your tin can and your tub of lard home 
then?” he asks, his emotions taking over as he realizes he 
has nothing left to lose by insulting me. But I have a 
surprise for him. 


“Your severance just came with a libel suit, breach of 
contract, any fucking thing my team can come up with to 
guarantee I don’t pay you a fucking cent. Plus, you know as 
well as I do that I can fly this plane just as well as anybody; 
a damn sight better than you.” 


He looks at his feet, because he knows it’s true. I bought 
the thing to learn to fly. Making sure I could get to where I 
wanted to be, free from everyone else’s bullshit. 


Opening his mouth to speak, I silence it with a simple 
cocking of my brow. 


“You wouldn’t know a real woman if she fell on you, Simon. 
Madison is worth a thousand Megan’s and all those like her. 
Pity you’re so far up your own ass to even see it, now get 
the fuck off my jet before I throw you off for criminal 
trespass as well.” 


After considering his position, which is finished, he sulks 
past me and turning to make sure he’s gone for good, I 
notice Madison waiting at the top of the stairs, she rushes 
into my arms and I can feel her tears on my face as I kiss 
them away for her. 


“T’m sorry you had to hear that,” I tell her. “Sorry you had 
to even breathe the same air as that asshole...” 


“Did you really mean it Hunter? About me being your 
woman?” Madison gasps, and I can see her tears are tears 
of joy. 


Kissing her deeply, holding her so tight she’ll know I mean 
it, know I’ll never let her go. 


“You’re damned right you’re my woman. You're also the 
best thing to have happened to me, ever. And don’t forget it 
Madison, because I won’t have you or anyone else putting 
you down ever again, y’hear me?” 


She nods feverishly, and I kiss her all over again, like it’s the 
first time we kiss; every time we kiss. 


I pick her up and carry her down to the waiting limo, 
rehearsing in my mind for the day I do the same thing in 


the not too distant future. The day I put a ring on her finger 
and a baby in her belly. 


“Can I take you someplace special?” I ask her, looking into 
her eyes before I slide us both back into the limo. 


“Anywhere with you is perfect,” she murmurs and I kiss her 
forehead. 


“Then I'd like to spend the rest of the day with you, if that’s 
alright. My meeting can wait until tomorrow. 


“Don’t cancel anything on my account,” she protests, and I 
smile to myself. 


“Re-scheduling, not cancelling. A day with you is worth far 
more to me than anything else right now. It’s priceless.” 


I can see her blushing, and I only hope she can start to see 
the truth in what I’m telling her soon. Better than telling 
her, I intend to show her, and if she’s ready, I’d like to show 
her how much she means to me physically as well. This ache 
in my pants needs some relief and nothing but being balls 
deep inside my woman is going to do it for me. 


A simple look to my driver and he knows where to take us. I 
have a condo in every place I do business, like my jet, is my 
preferred method. I don’t like hotels and I hate flying in 
something I can’t take control of myself. 


I field some more personal questions from Madison about 
myself. Stuff that I don’t usually think about, maybe things I 
take for granted, like houses, cars and planes. It’s just 
getting around for me, but for Madison, I can see it’s a 
paradigm shift. And it’s one I’m more than happy to let her 
share with me from now on. 


I punch in an order for food to be ready before we arrive, 
with some extra special stuff to try my hand at romance, but 


I can tell by the eyes I’m getting from her, that Madison is 
more than ready for what I have in mind. 


CHAPTER TEN 


M adison 


I want to feel awkward about the eighteen dollars in my 
purse, about the tears in my skirt. But somehow, without 
even really trying, Hunter makes me feel like a million 
dollars, just by being with me. By being interested in what I 
have to say and of course, giving me the eye that tells me he 
wants to do a whole lot more than just talk. 


I feel the murmurings of my old anxiety, the one about 
being with a man for the first time, but remind myself that 
Hunter is the only man I want to give myself to, and if it’s 
like everything else he touches, I know I’m in for the ride of 
my life. 


On the sunny Californian coast, I feel myself getting high on 
the vibe of the costal life. I was raised in the poorer suburbs 
of Detroit, a far cry from the places Hunter’s used too, I’m 
sure. 


I think of calling my dad, but tell myself I can do it later, I’m 
twenty-one now, not twelve. And doing or saying anything 
from my old life, even after a few hours with Hunter feels so 


out of place. It’s like I’ve been melted down and recast into 
my new life, a totally different person, made of the same 
stuff. 


A huge mirrored building, shaped like a sail shimmers the 
reflection of the beach and I look over to Hunter. 


“Don’t tell me...” I gasp, “You own that?” I ask, totally 
flabbergasted. 


Hunter shakes his head, “Only the top half,” he says 
disarmingly. 


It’s just amazing, the building, the car, the man behind it all. 
He’s so humble about everything, if he hadn’t told me, I 
would never have guessed that he owned all these things, 
but then again, it wouldn’t have mattered if he didn’t. He’s 
just as amazing without those things as well. 


The limo drops us by a simple looking elevator door in the 
basement parking garage, which Hunter opens by pressing 
his fingers onto a keypad. In a few seconds, we’re in the 
elevator, whizzing up to his condo, which is really the whole 
top floor of the building. It’s the size of a small city block. 


“T live in this part over here,” he says casually, making for 
the discreet doors opposite what looks like NASA 
headquarters, buzzing with staff and cubicles. Nobody sees 
us come in and I think that’s how Hunter prefers things. 


Behind the door to his condo, it’s like we’re in another 
building again, with the floor to ceiling glass looking out 
over the most stunning view of the coast I’ve ever seen. 


“Tt’s just beautiful,” I gasp, too scared to touch anything, 
less it all evaporate. A dream I had once about the life I 
always wanted. 


“It sure is,” Hunter says, not even looking at the view, and I 
feel his hands on my hips from behind me, drawing a 
shudder from me with his touch. 


“This is real,” he whispers in my ear, reading my mind and 
tracing his hands across my neck, down to my chest. His 
thumb circling my pebbled nipple to swift attention which 
makes me press back hard against him, feeling his own heat 
sink into my back. 


My hands reach up and behind pulling his head closer to 
me and I gasp again as his hand pops the buttons on my 
jacket first, then my shirt, his huge fingers expertly honing 
in on my pleasure centers up top, while his other hand 
starts down below. 


I moan with a sudden urgency. All the pent up heat from the 
flight, our first encounter in the little kitchen on the jet is 
re-ignited in an instant, with an extra charge from the new, 
luxurious space we share now. 


“Hunter...” I whimper, in a begging tone, as I turn to face 
him, tugging at the top of his pants, his proud, hot thickness 
already at full attention for me. My hands are shaking so 
much I can’t get his buttons or zipper to do anything. 


He holds my face to his in his hands, kissing me softly, 
“We've got time,” he reminds me, but try telling that to my 
trembling pussy, which feels like it’s about to break if he 
doesn’t do something, and fast. 


The sound that comes out of me tells him everything, and in 
an instant; his pants are open and my skirt is torn in two 
new places and my panties are gone, giving him full access 
to my aching center. 


I lift one leg up, my thigh barely reaching his knee, and 
sensing my need, he lifts me up like I’m a doll and I feel my 


drenched pussy finally pressing against his hot throbbing 
erection making us both make low animal sounds again, 
followed by Hunter laughing a little, before he gasps, letting 
me know he’s about to lose his load if we don’t do 
something. 


I hook both my legs around his waist and he turns to carry 
me to his bedroom, which has the biggest bed I’ve ever 
seen. Round, and in a simple black and white color scheme, 
his whole room is like the man himself, elegant and 
masculine with lashings of stylish class. 


He sets me down on the edge of the bed, but I want him 
inside me, now more than ever, so I don’t unhook my legs. 


“T want you Madison,” he groans, letting his huge thick cock 
press against my clit, making me jerk and shudder, already 
about to come myself, “But I want you in my mouth... I want 
to taste you on my lips...” 


He kisses me and sensing how close I am, I yield to him 
fully, laying back, spreading myself as wide as I can, it 
sounds like there’s a wild woman in the room somewhere, 
murmuring and speaking in tongues, she eventually 
screams out his name as his puckered lips take her 
quivering clit into his mouth, his whole face pressed so deep 
on her that she explodes, sending shockwaves of physical 
energy through her body, and drenching his face with her 
essence. 


Once the shuddering and swearing, the name calling dies 
down, I recognize the woman’s voice as my own, and it’s 
Hunter’s turn to have a new edge in his voice. 


A quavering, urgent tone that lets me know he’s reached 
his limit of self-control. 


“Hunter... I’ve never... I...” is all I can get out. 


His lips are on mine again, the most passionate kiss yet, I’m 
sure of it, drawing another climax from me, with only his 
mouth on mine. 


“I know, darling. I know,” he whispers, “and if you’re ready, 
when you're ready, we’ll do it together...” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


H unter 


The thought of claiming Madison as my own, to make her 
my woman is enough. To be her first, her only. It’s an honor. 


My own need, although still great, takes a back seat for 
what Madison wants. If she’s ready, if she wants now to be 
her time, then I’m more than willing and certainly able to 
deliver. 


When she tells me what she wants, with what I know is all 
her heart, I give thanks for everything in my life, which has 
only been leading up to this moment. 


“I want it Hunter, I want you inside me. I want you to put a 
baby inside me... that’s what we both really want, isn’t it?” 


It’s music to my ears, and she’s saying what I’ve had 
brewing in the back of my mind since I first laid eyes on her 
perfect child bearing body. 


I position myself at her pulsing entrance, I can hear my own 
heart thundering in my ribs, the heat from Madison’s body 


is as intoxicating as her scent. Gently, I press the tip of my 
engorged member to her hole, which starts to twitch 
immediately, low moans escaping her lips. 


“Let me know if it hurts,” I coach her, “I don’t want you to 
feel-” 


But I hear my own gasp instead of what I was going Say, 
with a woman’s directive, she’s taken me with both hands 
and guided me straight inside her with one movement, both 
of us letting out loud gasps, and she winces some from the 
initial stretch, but once she gushes some more of her own 
juices over me, it’s like a duck hitting water. 


I watch her eyes widen, then close and then open again 
with each thrust. Her pussy is so wet, I can feel a slickness 
building underneath us, drenching us both in her own 
arousal and imminent third climax of the day. 


Her hips buck and thrust up towards mine, meeting me 
stroke for stunning stroke. She’s so tight, with it taking a 
few minutes for her body to fully open to receive me all the 
way into her special place, and when I reach it, I feel a new 
tingle of electricity ripple through us both, from my tip, all 
the way to my teeth. 


n 


“Hunter...” she whines, and I pick up my pace, taking her 
with force by the hips, pounding into her as each thrust 
draws another grunting, guttural sound from her sweet 
lips. 


She starts to firm up, then shudder all over, she almost 
looks scared, until a look of total disbelief washes over her, 
and a new sound escapes her, a new height in her ecstasy 
as she calls my name again. 


“Say it!” I command her lovingly, “Say my name and tell me 
you’re mine! Tell the world you belong to me now!” 


n 


“Pm yours, Hunter...” she stammers, whimpering, moaning 
and groaning, her nails digging into my back, clawing 
through my shirt. Marking me as I’ve marked her. 


Claiming her as my own. 
Making her mine. Her first. Her only. 
Forever. 


I hold her close to me, feeling myself deep inside her, as she 
falls over the edge. It’s the best feeling in the whole world 
and I’d trade everything I own to have this feeling every 
day with her. 


After some time, she opens her eyes again, and feeling her 
clenching down on me, still hard inside her, she smiles a 
once in a lifetime smile. The smile of a girl who is now a 
woman. 


“Holy fuckin’ shit...” she gasps, “Why didn’t anyone tell 
me...?” 


Her passionate mouth on mine resumes the fire between 
our two bodies, and I can see that Madison is one hot girl 
who certainly likes to fuck. She lets me take her to her 
special place one more time, before she insists with her 
body that she be on top. 


“T wanna milk you Hunter Levinson, I wanna feel your cock 
deep inside me... Put those babies in me, Hudson, do me... 
argh! Give it to me...” 


I’m breathless, and not from the challenge or from the 
lovemaking. Madison makes me so damned hard, I feel like 
I could fuck for a week and still have an extra day 
somewhere. 


It’s hearing her talk like that, giving voice to my inner most 
thoughts, feelings and desires. There’s no boundaries 


between us now and I love it. 
I love her. 


Without warning, once she’s on top and riding me like a 
piston, I feel it all come to a head, literally. Her eyes are 
greedy and her body even more so, she begs me to come 
inside her one last time and I feel the sweet release of my 
heat deep inside her. 


“Fuck, fuck, I love you Madison Richards! You make me so 
damned hard!” I growl and I feel myself biting into her soft 
neck, feeling her shudder yet again before we both collapse 
into one another, totally spent. Exhausted. Exhilarated and 
supremely satisfied. 


Waking up, feeling her in my arms before I even open my 
eyes. I think I feel peace for the first time in my whole life. A 
sense of belonging. The one I never knew growing up. I had 
friends, sure, but foster kids are always outcasts when they 
move around so much, and kids, great as they are, can be 
cruel sometimes. 


I open my eyes slowly and see Madison’s looking right into 
them. 


n 


“Hey you...” she whispers, and I peck her lips, savoring her 
taste, wondering how the hell she always smells and tastes 
so damned good. 


“What're you thinking?” she asks me. 


“Really wanna know?” I ask, and she nods without even 
thinking. 


“T was thinking how nice it is to feel so close to someone, 
thinking like I might even have the beginnings of my own 
family someday...” 


“With your business?” She asks sleepily and I let my hands 
stray to her belly. 


“With you, Madison. I’ve never felt like this about anyone, 
not ever in my whole life...” I manage. I have to close my 
eyes again, I’m choking up, hoping she can’t tell. 


Her lips on mine, and her hand in mine are all I need to 
know she feels the same, but just in case I don’t know, just 
in case I can’t feel it; she voices it as well. 


“Same. Hunter Levinson. I feel exactly the same,” and we 
both drift off into the same dreamless sleep together, asleep 
in each other’s arms. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


M adison 


Feeling like I’ve overslept, I start awake, a strange bed and 
room throw me for a second, until I smell Hunter’s cologne 
and it all comes flooding back as a memory that makes me 
smile. I can hear the shower running and his voice. I panic 
for a split second, thinking he has someone in there with 
him, until I hear the crackle of a phone on speaker. 


Always in a meeting... even in the shower. 


My heart gives out again, as I feel the stab of being late. 
Always something on my mind making me want to panic, to 
feel bad. Always something negative. 


I’m sick of it. It’s time for Madison Richards to start living 
life by her own clock, not anybody else’s. 


I just need to finance that idea a little better and I can 
really relax. 


Wait a second? Did he say he loved me last night? 


I want to join Hunter in the shower, but he’s on the phone 
and that’s kinda rude. Plus, I’m nowhere near altogether 
happy with being fully naked in front of him in broad 
daylight. Yesterday, the lights were low in here and well... 
things were different. 


I need to get over that, but it’ll take some time. 
He did! He said he fucking loves me... 


Hunter’s shadow, then huge muscular frame fills the 
doorway, his smile lights up the room and my heart. He’s 
fully naked and his manhood hangs pleasingly out front, it’s 
like it’s actually waving hi to me. 


He’s still mid-conversation, but he comes over to me, with 
my sheet all pulled up over myself and plants a big, wet, just 
out of the shower kiss right onto my morning breath mouth, 
which he doesn’t even seem to mind. 


He smells terrific and I feel like a prude, all timid in my 
sheet, mortally afraid he’ll see what he had for dinner last 
night in the full morning sunlight, which streams through 
the huge windows. 


Hunter’s switched from speaker and has his phone up 
against his ear, multi-tasking between saying good morning 
to his woman and doing what he does best, being Hunter. 


“Pm not cancelling Paul. I’m rescheduling... Yes, I know I 
deferred yesterday as well, but I have some really 
interesting stuff to go over. I just need another day or 
maybe two... well. Alright then. I guess I can take my 
business- ah hahaha! That’s better, nothing like the fear of 
loss eh? Seriously Paul, thanks for understanding, I just 
know you and the team will be interested in what’s coming. 
I just know it.” 


He finishes his call and tosses the phone onto the bed. 
“Working day done.” He announces, and throws himself 
front first onto the huge bed next to me, lifting me a clear 
foot off the mattress. 


“Woah!” he exclaims, “Good thing the windows closed, we 
might’ve lost you. You alright?” he asks, always concerned 
for my safety and wellbeing. 


“Tm fine,” I laugh, feeling like a kid again, feeling stuff I 
suppose I never got to feel with a regular boyfriend, or even 
a best friend. I’ve been a loner most of my life and dad. 
Well.. he’s not always the happiest guy in the world. 
Certainly not the easiest to care for either. 


Which reminds me, as I wince to myself, realizing I didn’t 
call dad last night. 


“What’s up?” Hudson asks, snaking a peek under the sheet 
and opening his eyes extra wide, like someone peeking 
under the wrapping paper of their Christmas present the 
week before. 


I slap his hand away jokingly, “I forgot to call my dad.” I say, 
groaning. 


I can sense Hunter’s feelings. For some reason they’re sad. 
“What is it?” I ask. “What’s wrong?” 


He smiles a sad little smile, “Nothing. Must be nice is all. 
Having someone to call.” 


“You don’t know my dad.” I blurt out, not really meaning it, 
but totally meaning it. 


Keeping the sheet around me, I fish around for my bag, but 
realize it’s in the kitchen. I want to wrap myself up so I can 
go get it, but Hunter’s weight on the sheets is stopping me. 


“Do you want a robe?” he asks, reading my mind. I nod and 
he gives me another smile. 


“I meant what I said Madison. I love you. All of you. You 
don’t have to be shy around me... okay? I’m just telling you 
so you don’t imagine a bunch of stuff that isn’t even real. 
Like I do sometimes.” 


“You do not,” I say, challenging him. There’s no way Mr. 
Confidence would ever second guess himself. 


Is there? 


“I do too.” He says, “But I work on it, catching myself when 
I do. I’m just sayin’ Madison...” 


He goes to his huge walk in closet, more like a room on its 
own, and comes back with a pair of monogrammed white 
bath robes. 


He chuckles as I examine the expensive embroidery. “These 
were made during a time when I had more confidence then 
I knew what to do with... balance is a good thing,” he 
chuckles and I slip into the robe while he discreetly turns 
away while slipping his on. 


Hunter’s the perfect gentleman. I get what he’s saying, but 
he also respects my privacy until I’m ready to go full nude 
in broad daylight around him, which is sweet. 


“You cancelled your meeting?” I call from the kitchen, 
fetching my phone and returning to the bedroom, Hunter’s 
under the sheets already, but robed up, just like me. 


“Deferred, baby. You sound just like Paul,” he teases. “I 
want the meeting to include something else, something I’m 
still working on.” I raise my brow in curiosity. 


“What’s that?” I ask, suddenly feeling nervous for no 
reason. 


“Call your dad,” he says, winking at me. Keeping his secret 
for now. 


“What would you like me to do today, Mr. Levinson?” I ask, 
trying to sound sexy, but coming off a little creepy instead, 
which makes us both laugh. 


“T want you to call me Hunter, and then call your dad... then 
get your fine ass back into bed with me, where you belong,” 
he commands me in a mock serious tone. 


Smiling, with my heart on fire at how wonderful this man is, 
I go into the kitchen to make my call. Dad will be worrying, 
so it’s best to put his mind at ease. 


Plus my own. I worry about him a lot to when I work 
overnight. 


If I could call what I’ve been doing work, that is. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


H unter 


Laying back into the stack of fresh pillows, I think how lucky 
I am, how blessed my life is, now that it includes Madison. 
I’ll give her some time to get used to being less shy with me, 
but I want nothing more than for her to show me all of her, 
all the time. It’s what makes hanging out with her so hot, 
when we can be free as jaybirds, getting wild when we get 
the urge. 


I can hear her in the kitchen, not the actual conversation, 
but the sound of her voice. It’s soothing and I close my eyes, 
remembering how great she tasted, how smooth her thighs 
were on my face. 


Her voice suddenly changes, making me bolt upright. In a 
second I’m out of the bed and in the kitchen, at the ready to 
defend my girl, but she’s still on the phone. 


A fight with her dad. I linger in the doorway; her back to me 
and I can’t help but overhear what they’re fighting about. 


“Well..I’m staying here dad and there’s nothing you can do 
about it. I thought you’d be happy for me, I thought I could 
make you proud!” She hits end and is about to toss her 
phone against the wall when I gently catch her wrist. She 
collapses into me, crying. 


“It’s okay, Madison,” I say, trying to comfort her. 
“No it isn’t” she sniffs, “the man’s an asshole.” 


I hold her for as long as it takes for her to settle down some, 
stroking her hair and making those little sounds we make 
when we’re there for someone else. I hate seeing her so 
upset, but I feel glad I can be there for her. 


“Wanna talk about it?” I finally ask, not pressing her when 
she shakes her head in the negative. She gives me a quick 
kiss on the lips and I hold her tight again. 


“You’re the best, Hunter. I’m sorry if that ruined your 
morning, I...” she blurts. 


I kiss her forehead and wipe her tears away, noticing how 
hard she’s trying to put it behind her. 


“How about some breakfast?” I ask, hearing my own 
stomach growl. 


She gives me a small smile, which is progress at least, so I 
take it as a yes and see what’s been left for us in the 
refrigerators. 


Lobster and chilled champagne... not my kind of breakfast 
and Madison makes the same face, peering into the fridge 
from behind my robe. 


I grab a quart of milk instead. 


“T got pop tarts and granola cereal?” I offer, making for the 
bowls in the shelf behind her. 


“Chocolate granola?” she asks expectantly. 


“Do they make another kind?” I ask, fetching the huge box 
of my favorite cheat meal, along with the pop tarts. 


She finds her way about, like a good hostess would, and 
soon has some coffee going as well. In minutes, we’re 
having the best breakfast I can remember, because she’s a 
part of it. 


“You always serve lobster and drink champagne?” she asks, 
as I wipe milk from her chin. 


“Oh... y’know, like... almost never.” I add “It’s something the 
staff does, they know I don’t go for it, and they like to share 
out the ‘leftovers.”” I shrug, making big air commas. 


“Its like a standing thing to treat everybody else who likes 
that sort of thing. I really have to press a point to get plain 
old milk and granola sometimes,” I kid. 


“Isn’t that taking advantage?” she asks, “I mean, do they do 
that often?” 


I shrug again. I have great staff and the work they put in is 
worth more than their salary plus the odd crate of 
champagne and a few shellfish. 


“T’m okay with it,” I let her know and kiss her on the nose. 
“You don’t drink?” she asks, and I frown in the negative. 


“Slows me down, I like to stay sharp, you?” I ask, knowing 
she’s the same. 


“Makes me gassy,” she says, then flushes red. I kiss her 
again, I love it when she’s just being herself. 


After we eat, I put all the dishes in the washer and put my 
arms around her from behind, my new favorite hugging 


position. I can place my hands on her belly and feel where 
our children will be, anytime soon if I have my way. 


“You really want kids, don’t you?” she asks, reading my 
thoughts. 


“Whenever you’re ready,” is all I can say, not wanting to 
scare her off by pressing the point, but yeah; I want kids, a 
whole building full. 


She puts her hands over mine as we sway in the kitchen, 
full and satisfied, I can already feel myself starting to get 
hard with her so close to me, but she seems to want to talk 
instead, which is fine by me too. 


“Tell me about you Hunter, you know all about me now,” she 
lies with a smile. 


“T want to know all about Hunter Levinson” she says, 
turning to hook her arms around my neck and I bend lower 
so she can, picking her up as I stand up straight. 


“This is the real Hunter,” I growl, pressing my hardness into 
her robe, which falls open enough to let our bodies press 
together. 


Her eyes close and I can see them rolling in her head as she 
moans at the slightest touch from me. 


I feel the same way, and in seconds, I’ve propped her on the 
kitchen counter, ready to fill her all over again. 


Thinking she might still be sore from last night, or even shy 
still, I’m thrilled to a new level of hardness when I feel her 
cool hands wrap around my member, guiding my length 
into her again. 


She gasps a few times, wriggles forward on the counter, 
and with her streaming wetness, I’m gliding in and out of 
her like I was last night in no time. 


“T want you all the way inside me,” she whispers hoarsely 
into my ear, and I oblige, filling her deep and gasping aloud 
at how tight she feels, how well we fit together. 


I slip my robe off myself, giving me more freedom to get 
closer to her, and as hers slips open wider, I can see all of 
her, every inch I want to cover with myself. 


I notice Madison’s less shy when I’m inside her, when I’m 
filling her. And I make a mental note to do this more often 
than not, at least until she overcomes her shyness full time. 


I take her slow, wanting to savor the feeling of her, the smell 
of her and the closeness of her, but after a few minutes, her 
hips start bucking and I can see she’s ready for more. 


“Harder, Hunter... fuck me harder...” 


I don’t need any encouragement, and grabbing hold of 
those hips again, I pound into her, making us both grunt 
and growl like two beasts in heat. 


Sensing I’m close, she pushes me back, shimmies off the 
counter and swishes her robe open, over her fine ass, 
spreading her legs for me so I can take her from behind. 


The low sound coming from me is joined by her own as I 
slide back inside her, feeling her from a new angle, and 
falling in love with her all over again. 


Her hips and ass mean I can actually fuck her the way she 
wants, I’m a big guy and having some woman to hold onto 
makes it so much hotter. And I know Madison likes it hard 
and fast as much as she likes it slow and soft. 
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“Hunter...! 
counter. 


she gasps suddenly, clutching the edge of the 


“Oh no you don’t. Don’t you dare come without me, baby,” I 
grimace, and pump even harder and faster until I feel us 


both at the apex of our union. 


Her legs twitch violently as she comes, and I hold her up, 
holding those hips, feeling my seed pumping into her, 
pumping with each stroke as I imagine each wonderful 
spasm of delight planting a baby inside her belly. 


“T love you Hunter,” I hear her gasp. 


I feel a lump in my throat, and an ache in my chest. It’s a 
good one. 


“T love you too, Madison,” I finally manage. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


M adison 


“Ts it time to rub your shoulder again?” I ask Hunter. He’s 
rubbing at it, wincing again, like he was on the plane but 
not as bad. 


“T think so,” he says, “maybe a hot shower will help.” 


“You just had a shower,” I tease, knowing exactly where all 
this is going. 


“Pll go first,” I say, feeling that a freshening up is long 
overdue, even though Hunter doesn’t seem to mind how I 
am. Dressed, naked, dirty or squeaky clean. He just seems 
to want me all the time. 


And the feeling’s mutual. 


“You go ahead, baby,” he says softly, kissing my cheek. “I 
gotta check on something anyway, lll be on the laptop in 
our room.” 


Our room? 


He loves me? 
This is getting too much to take in... and I’m loving it. 


The warm jets of the huge shower make my old place seem 
third world by comparison. I wince at the thought of dad, all 
alone, but I know he can manage for a day or three. Hell. 
He could last on his own if he wasn’t so damned pig-headed 
about everything and let others in for a change. 


I sigh out loud, breaking my vow to myself not to let dad 
spoil my fun. I’ll have to tell him about Hunter, that’s what I 
was trying to do when he went off on me, as soon as I 
mentioned his name. 


I got a promotion daddy... a private job, with the 
sportswear company, Hunter leisure... I work for Mr. 
Levinson now... 


Before I could even get to the part where I was going to 
talk about coming home, my new arrangement; he lost his 
mind. It sounded like he had it in for Hunter before he’s 
even met him. 


That’s my dad though. He doesn’t mean to be such a hard 
ass, he raised me on his own from a baby, and his being ina 
wheelchair didn’t make that any easier, but it’s like he picks 
and chooses when he wants to feel bad about it and when 
he thinks everyone should get out of his way because his 
chair isn’t a handicap; which it isn’t. 


It’s all moving so fast with Hunter, and I can tell he feels the 
Same way about me and all. It’s the life he leads too, 
everything spins on a dime and he can roll with changes 
quickly, he has to in the business world. 


Little old me, and especially my old fashioned dad, well. 
That’s gonna take some doing, for me to get used to my new 
life; and for my dad to let his little girl go. 


I hear myself sighing loudly again. Shower officially ruined. 
Thanks dad. 

It’s just falling in love... it’s not like he’s gonna ask me to... 
Oh. 

Shit. 


I know that look. I’ve seen it a hundred times in other 
people’s eyes, when they propose on airplanes, getting 
down on one knee, the whole bit. 


He couldn’t. 
He wouldn't. 


I rush to finish my shower, running a man’s razor over my 
legs and making sure I brush my teeth. 


Hostess beauty tips 101. Do everything on the fly and 
always think about other’s first while still looking your best. 


Drying off and back in my robe, I feel better on one hand, 
and more nervous than ever on the other. Hunter’s on the 
bed, looking at his laptop and shuts the screen when I come 
over to him. 


“Feeling better?” he asks, putting his big hand around my 
waist, which always makes me feel smaller because he’s so 
damned big. 


“Cleaner...” I sigh, noticing Hunter’s eyes narrowing; as he 
studies mine. 


“Alright,” he says firmly, “Out with it, what happened in that 
shower... you got a man in there?” he says, trying to be 
funny, but it’s not working. 


He sits up and pulls me closer. “What is it, Madison? Talk to 
me.” 


“It’s all happening so fast...” is all I can think to say. 


“My dad, my job at the airline... you. I can’t just switch off 
from my old life and be something for you that I don’t know 
anything about...” I say with uncertainty. Feeling dumb 
already for even bringing it up. 


Hunter slips off the bed, down so he’s kneeling in front of 
me. 


Oh no! Not this, I’m not ready... 

“Madison,” he says looking intently into my eyes. 

“T don’t want you to feel uncomfortable, not ever, okay? 
He’s not proposing? 


“We can go as slow as you want, but I do want you to know 
that you don’t have to work for that airline ever again. I can 
take care of your employment status... and your salary, if 
that’s what’s worrying you...” 


He’s definitely not proposing. 


“Its not that,” I say suddenly, “It’s my dad, when I said I 
was working for you...” 


Hunter looks puzzled, lifting my face up to his again with 
his thumb. “What is it?” he asks, looking more concerned 
than ever. 


“I don’t know, Hunter. I really don’t. As soon as he heard 
your name he was like a man possessed, he said he didn’t 
want me anywhere near you, that he wanted me to come 
home straight away...” 


I feel more foolish now, having heard it all out loud. It 
sounds like something most dads would say, thinking their 
daughter had run off with their new boss. Which I guess I 
have. 


“Its silly, I know.” I say, trying to sound light again, but 
there’s something in Hunter’s eyes which makes me feel 
worse. Something like recognition. 


And anger. Then he shakes his head, trying to free himself 
from the idea, but there’s something Hunter’s not telling 
me. A light’s gone on in his mind and it has something to do 
with my dad. 


“What is it?” I ask, but he only kisses me on the forehead, 
saying he’s going to have that second shower after all. 


Before he leaves the bedroom, he pauses at the doorway. 


“T meant what I said, Madison. We can take it as slow as you 
like, but I love you and I want you to stay with me, I claimed 
you as my own, remember? You’re my woman now, not just 
your father’s daughter.” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


H unter 


It’s like Madison bringing it up has opened my old shoulder 
injury all over again. 


It couldn’t be... That was... Shit, over twenty years ago... 
Nah. Can't be. 
I don’t want it to be, but something tells me that it is. 


I hate to leave Madison hanging, leaving her alone; even in 
the next room. But I need a minute. Something doesn’t feel 
right and I need to make sure I’m prepared to follow 
through with everything, even if it is what I think it is. 


I’d do anything for Madison, and I think I’m about to be put 
to the test. What she just told me brings it all back in a 
second, like it was yesterday... 


I was in my sophomore year, riding my bike from the track 
to my dorm; cutting through some back streets. I heard a 
sickening skid and then a crash. It sounded like world war 
three, so I pedaled until my heart felt like it would burst. 


A car had hit a pole, taking out another car with it, the 
other driver was getting out of his car, but pole guy; he was 
pinned. 


Suddenly, the overhead wires arced, and there was fire. The 
fuel from his tank had caught. Without even thinking, I ran 
over and jumped through the flames, wrenched the car’s 
door open and tried to pull the man free. 


He was half out it, and from the smell of him, three sheets 
to the wind, but I had to save him, I had to get him out. I 
pulled and I pulled, until I realized his belt was still on, it 
probably saved his life. 


I finally freed him, and dragged us both through the flames 
again, with other witnesses dousing us both with a fire 
extinguisher from somebody's truck. 


I ended up being overcome with smoke and the pain in my 
arm was unbearable. When I came to, I was in the hospital, 
the doctors telling me although brave, I was incredibly 
stupid and almost got electrocuted too. But I got off lightly, 
only ruining the tendons in my right shoulder. 


It took weeks for me to realize that my baseball career was 
over before it had even started, but what I remember most 
about those days, was the absolute vile hatred shown to me 
by the man I pulled from the wreck. 


He screamed at me when I went to visit him, fell out of his 
bed trying to claw his way to me, shouting he would kill me 
for not letting him die. 


Turns out, doing him a favor, doing the right thing, wasn’t. 
Not in his eyes. He’d been picking up speed in his car, 
trying to kill himself by driving into that pole, the other car 
coming along at that moment, slowing him down. Being 


dragged free from the wreck, alive but in a wheelchair for 
the rest of his life? 


That was something the man never forgave me for, he 
blamed everything, his whole life after that day, on me. 


The man’s name? 
Mark Richards. 


I don’t know if Madison knows the full story about her dad, 
not like I could tell it; but the man had his reasons, and 
none of them were any good. 


I lose track of time in the shower, and not for reasons 
anyone else might think when a guy stays in too long. My 
wrinkling fingertips and toes tell me when I’m done, but it 
feels like I’ve only been in here a few minutes. 


I feel shaken by the memory of years past, now I need to 
know the truth. I need to know if Madison’s dad is the same 
man I think he is, and if he is, I need to square that whole 
section of my life and his, away, for the better. 


Madison’s asleep, curled up with her back to the doorway 
when I come back into our room. I cover her with a blanket 
and notice she still has her phone in her hand. 


Taking it gently from her hand, I move to put it on the 
bedside table, when the screen lights up with the number 
she was just about to call. 


DAD 


My reflex is to answer. My honorable nature tells me to 
leave other people’s property alone. If Mark Richards had 
wanted to contact me, I’m sure he would’ve. 


After the crash, I only heard what usual gossip tells people, 
which is never much. He got himself cleaned up, did a 
stretch for his DUI and eventually, after some serious work 
by social services, he got his baby daughter back, after that 
I don’t know anything. 


My life, well that took a very different course. I flunked the 
athletic side of my scholarship, but went on to start a very 
successful business based on what I loved most at the time, 
sports. 


I set myself in a chair in the corner, watching over Madison 
as she sleeps. She’s had a big couple of days, like she said 
and it’s a lot for her to take in. 


I get some time to admire her at her most peaceful, she 
looks so beautiful I fight the urge to climb in next to her and 
press myself up against her. 


I think of the life she had before we met, the life her own 
father watched over, raising her, doing all he could to give 
her the best he could manage. 


I suddenly feel an enormous debt of gratitude to Mark 
Richards, and I know exactly why I pulled him out of that 
wreck that day. I know that all his pain and sacrifices were 
worth it, because he raised not only the most beautiful 
woman I’ve ever seen, but the kindest and most amazing 
person. 


He can hate me all he wants, but I owe him my life, for 
raising Madison, and for having the good fortune of having 
come into mine. 


“Hunter?” 


Her voice startles me, until I realize she’s been awake fora 
while, still facing away from me. 


“Yeah baby.” 


“I need to go home. I need to see my dad.” She says, 
sounding like she’s been crying. 


I go to her, slide into bed next to her and hold her from 
behind. 


“I know you do, baby, and I’m going with you.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


M adison 


“What about your meeting?” I ask Hunter, putting up little 
resistance after he lets it be known he’s taking me home to 
talk things over with my dad. It makes me so nervous, dad 
can be such a dick, but Hunter won’t take no for an answer, 
and once again, I get the sneaking suspicion he’s going to 
propose somehow. 


“I told Paul the meeting can wait,” he says casually. “...and 
it can. Besides, I wanna show you something on the way, 
and you have to have your first official day on the job,” he 
teases me. 


“I know we said today was a day off, but that’s how I roll. 
Sometimes it’s all go again.” 


I gasp out loud, suddenly embarrassed, “What am I gonna 
wear? My uniform, all my clothes...” 


And lowering my voice a little, “My panties...” 


He smiles and produces his laptop again, he punches in the 
web page of the boutique that he tells me shares the 
building. 


“Pick what you need. Pll have them send it up. No 
problems.” 


I roll my eyes. “Is there anything you can’t pull out of a 
hat?” 


He smiles a crooked smile. Telling me with his eyes that not 
everything’s so easy. I hug him again. 


“Oh!” he shouts out, snatching the laptop and closing a 
particular page he had open. 


“That would be ruining the surprise.” 


As if I need any more surprises. My gut is in a knot for two 
reasons now. I’m pretty sure I’m head over heels for 
Hunter, and he’s having no arguments about him coming 
home with me after just one day together to meet my dad. 


It does set at least part of my mind at ease though, being 
away from dad at short notice isn’t great, I worry about him 
and I know he worries about me too. 


I buy only what I need, noticing the open account on the 
webpage Hunter’s opened, also getting a little something to 
surprise him with for the flight back. It’s tempting to check 
his browsing history, to see what else he was looking at to 
surprise me with, but that won’t do either. It’s his private 
stuff. 


“Doesn't it feel odd, flying in and then flying out the very 
next day’” I ask Hunter, “without even having a meeting, I 
mean.” 


He shrugs and puts both his arms around my waist, then 
pulls me towards him. 


“Honey, I spend half my life on that damned jet... used to.” 
He corrects himself. “I ride it like the bus, you should know 
how that feels.” 


I do, and he’s right. Most people in his position treat things 
like that as a mobile office. I remind myself that Hunter’s 
put a lot on hold to deal with me personally for the past day, 
and I let him know how grateful I am with my mouth 
against his. 


“What was that for?” he asks, thinking maybe I need 
another pit stop at the Hunter garage, feeling his rod 
getting longer under his robe. 


“Just saying thank you, for everything,” I chime and we 
settle on Granola and pop tarts again for lunch, which is 
mostly my idea. Hunter seems to think it's pretty cool, but 
reminds me I’m ruining his treat day by eating it non-stop. 


“That’s why it’s a treat day,” I inform him, and before we 
even finish eating, there’s a delivery at the door. Everything 
I ordered from the boutique downstairs. 


“Does everything always go so smoothly?” I ask him. 


“You bet... it doesn’t!” he exclaims, and we both laugh while 
he helps me carry the boxes into our room, then he leaves 
me to get changed, swiping his laptop back and going into 
another part of the condo, presumably to do some actual 
work. 


I get changed into some casual clothes, slacks and a blouse, 
with some pumps. I got the nearest I could to my regular 
hostess uniform too dark skirt with a jacket, two shirts and 
the necessary items every gal needs. A nice bra and 
panties, lots of panties. If Hunter continues to have this 
effect on me, I’ll be going through them quite a bit. 


Coming out into the lounge area, I hear Hunter signing off 
on his calls again. He looks particularly pleased with 
himself. 


“Everything alright?” I ask. 


“Perfect” he says calmly, then his eyes widen as he notices 
my outfit. “You look great, honey. Did you get everything 
you need? I hope you didn’t skimp just because it’s coming 
out of your pay.” 


He notices my mouth starts open and starts to laugh, 
closing it with his thumb. “Joke honey, I’m just kidding,” and 
he pecks me on the cheek. 


“If you’re up for it, we can leave whenever. The car’s 
waiting and the jets on standby...” 


I feel a little bit shocked. I just changed, but figure this is 
the lifestyle of a busy man and I need to be flexible. 


“Should I go change?” I ask him, and he looks at me like I 
just spoke another language. 


“Madison, you just got changed.” 


“I mean for my role as air hostess.” I plead, feeling more 
confused than ever. 


“You can wear whatever you want. I don’t expect you to 
wear a boring old outfit, unless you really want to.” He says, 
winking. “And you’re my executive travel... whatever I 
called you... not just an airline hostess, remember?” he 
chimes. 


“PI just throw my things in my bag and be ready in a 
minute then,” I let him know 


Keeping up with the pace of the blur that’s been the past 
twenty four hours, my bag’s in the trunk next to his in a few 


minutes, and we’re driving along the coast, taking in the 
sun and fresh air of a beautiful day by the ocean. 


I’m next to Hunter in the back seat this time, resting my 
head on his chest as he strokes my hair, stopping it from 
blowing around too much as the sea breeze makes us 
sleepy and happy at the same time. 


“You alright?” he asks me, and I squeeze his leg in reply, 
telling myself once again that I’m not dreaming, just with 
the man of my dreams. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


H unter 


I’ve punched the address of the house into the car’s GPS so 
the driver can take us by there on the way to the airport. It 
was a little touch and go, with a few high bidders, and a risk 
seeing as I was only looking at the pictures, but the agent, 
I’ve dealt with before and they assured me it’s the real deal. 


Our future family home, I hope. 


Madison seems so far away until we get there. I know she’s 
worrying about her dad, still programmed to run on her 
previous schedule, which will take some time to get free of. 


When the car stops, she sits up, having taken full refuge in 
my lap with her head on it, driving me wild with delight and 
soothing me at the same time. 


“Where are we?” she asks looking around, the agent taking 
down the ‘auction’ banner on the sign and stretching the 
‘sold’ sticker across the front. 


“T just thought you might like to take a look at something,” I 
say, trying to act casual. “A little investment. I pick them up 
from time to time, when the going price is just right.” 


The agent crosses the yard, hand outstretched in 
congratulations, “It was way over budget, Mr. Levinson, but 
like you say, happiness doesn’t have a price tag, right?” 


Madison looks at me sideways, not buying a word of my 
investment story. She starts to look nervous again, so I 
assure her that my intentions are nothing less than 
honorable. 


“In your own time, baby. There’s no rush.” I remind her, 
taking her arm and leading her to the front door, which I 
swing open so she can be the first to step inside. 


I want to pick her up, to carry her over the threshold, but 
that’s a ways off yet. I still have to have her dad’s blessing, 
and get the bride to my own way of thinking. Meaning, 
barefoot and pregnant with a house full of munchkins as 
soon as physically possible. 


The house is a classic bungalow style. Nothing too fancy, not 
when compared to the glass sail I’ve been living in. But with 
plenty of room and lots of open space out back. 


I watch as Madison inspects the place, nodding her 
approval at this and that. Testing a faucet and generally 
trying to stop herself from squealing out loud. She’s playing 
along with my investment story, which is fine. 


For now. 


“What do you think?” I ask, “As my executive travel 
assistant, I’d like you to weigh in on future deals from now 
on.” I tell her truthfully. Because I do. 


“After you buy them?” she asks, breaking into a smile. 


I shrug and bring her closer to me, holding her with my 
arms around her waist. 


“Can you picture anything?” I ask her, letting my own eyes 
run over the sticky handprints on the walls of the future, 
the doggy paw prints on the rug and the sound of kids 
running amok in the backyard. 


n 


“I think it might be a worthwhile investment...” she muses 
aloud. “It might take some time though,” she continues, 
turning to face me, “...before it reaches maturity...” 


“Whenever your ready sweetheart,” I tell her softly, 
“Whenever you’re ready.” 


We kiss. And I know she loves it, but true to form, she’s not 
getting herself committed on a whim. And not only after one 
single day with Hunter Levinson. I can appreciate that. Its 
good business sense. 


Sometimes. 
Maybe she'll go all in after the second day? 


Seeing the foundation for my future family secured, I’m 
happy to move on to the next stage, putting the past to bed 
and getting her father’s say so on the future I have planned 
for us both. 


It might seem unnecessary, but if Madison wasn’t so sweet 
to her dad, if she didn’t have his best interests at heart, I 
wouldn’t bother. 


But then again, if she was none of those things, I wouldn’t 
be in love with her either. 


I want to see Mark Richards for my own reasons too. I know 
in my heart he’s the man I rescued, and I need to show him 
that maybe, if he’ll let me; that things can come full circle, 


that life can get better after the worst things happen. That 
there are such things as clouds with silver linings. 


But I also know the type of reception I’m likely to get, so I'll 
leave it up to Madison; once we get there. 


“We'd better go,” I let her know, glancing at my watch. It’s 
a few hours flight. 


She nods, absently rubbing her belly as she looks into one 
of the rooms next to the master bedroom. A blue room, 
which already has an old, restored antique bassinet in it. 


“Providence?” I say out loud, and she pretends not to know 
what I mean, and punches my arm. I pretend not to see her 
smiling. 


“C’mon Romeo, we have a plane to catch. I wouldn’t want to 
get fired for the second time in two days.” 


“How is that new boss of yours?” I ask her, my tongue in my 
cheek. 


“Oh, he’s really riding me... 
perfection. 


n 


she says, playing her part to 


Because that’s what she is. Just perfect. 


Pulling up to the jet again, I see my international flight 
crew. I keyed them up online since booting the domestic 
one, all except Madison of course. 


“No Megan?” she asks, and I yawn into my hand. 


“Or Simon,” I add. “These guys are the best, Madison, the 
best.” 


She asks if she’s in charge of the cabin crew, to which I 
reply there isn’t one. We’re it. 


“They’re the best because I never see them.” I say, trying 
not to sound insensitive to her profession. 


“We make do alright, don’t we?” I ask her, noticing her 
flush again. 


“So... What do I do?” she asks, full of innocence. 
“You'll do what I tell you,” I growl, and I nibble her neck. 


“You'll relax and we'll have a great time together, how 
about that?” I suggest, and I can see the lights starting to 
turn on in the Madison mind. This life, it’s hers now, if she 
wants it. I’m giving it to her, like she gave herself to me. 


It’s hers and mine. Ours. She’s mine and I’m hers. Forever. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


M adison 


Hunter fills in the pilot and co-pilot, the third crew member, 
I don’t know what he does, but they all stick to the pointy 
end of the jet and the door locks behind them, leaving me 
and my man all alone. 


I close the cabin door and Hunter tells me we have a few 
minutes before take-off, observing the overhead lights. 


“Very funny,” I tell him, blowing him a kiss and picking up 
my shoulder bag, “I’ll be back in a moment, just gotta visit 
the ladies room.” I shoot him a sexy wink, which like most of 
my efforts, comes off so creepy we both end up laughing. 


I feel myself getting wet already, the surprise I have for 
Hudson is thrilling, but scary at the same time. 


Holding the skimpy outfit up in the already smallish cabin 
bathroom, I wonder what the hell I’m thinking. 


But, a deal with myself is a deal, and if I’m going be with 
Hunter for the rest of my life, I have to get over this shyness 


thing. He loves me and I love him, all of it, all of me. 


Struggling into the see-through bra and panties set, with 
the equally revealing hostess costume I bought online from 
the boutique, I feel suddenly very unsexy. 


I feel a bit stupid, but the tone and flashing light tells me it’s 
now or never, we’re gonna take off in five minutes. 


I check myself in the mirror, and taking a deep breath, I 
open the door, doing my best sexy walk up the aisle back 
towards Hunter, who’s buried himself in his laptop again. 


I pull a fresh bottle of champagne from the fridge on the 
way through no glasses and make my way over to him. 


“Ahem...” I interrupt in my best creepy sexy voice, “Would 
Sir care for a drink before his pre-flight nibbles?” 


He looks up, then his eyes go wide. He smiles a broad, 
satisfied grin, that low, deep growl coming from him, 
making me feel instantly hot and instantly wet. 


The costume wasn’t a stupid idea after all, Hunter’s well up 
for it and he sets his laptop aside, so I can see the effect it’s 
having on him. 


He takes the bottle from my hand, slipping it down the side 
of the seat, “We don’t need that, I think we’ve got enough 
moisture between us don’t you,” and I feel my head nodding 
like a rotor as my nipples grow to full hardness and my 
thighs get slippery with the wetness he’s talking about. 


“But we take off in a few minutes,” I remind us both, 
realizing I haven’t thought this through at all. 


“Then you’d better strap yourself in,” Hunter says firmly, 
slipping off his pants in record time, pushing his cock at full 
attention forward, ready for me to climb aboard, which I do 
without wasting another moment. 


“I got you,” Hunter whispers hoarsely in my ear as he 
pushes my panties to the side and I slide down onto him, his 
huge hands holding me firmly in place, pressing the small of 
my back down onto him, making me cry out already. I feel 
myself jerking and twitching all over, ready to come straight 
away, with Hunter obliging me fully, slipping one of his huge 
fingers through from behind; spreading my pussy lips apart 
even further as he rubs me to climax in seconds. 


“Oh, fuck! You are to good Hunter” I gasp, frantically 
starting to pump on his pole, eager for more of the 
sensations his body gives me. He seems more determined 
than ever to time his own climax with my next one, and in 
time with the take-off of the jet. 


“We should really buckle up,” I moan, clutching the sides of 
the seat, marveling at the length and shape of Hunter’s 
hardness all the way deep inside me. I’m shaking so much, 
whining as he pulls the remainder of the costume aside, 
letting my full wetness saturate his own lap. 


The pulsing of the jet’s engines, the sound of the thrust and 
the sudden pushing force from behind me is too much and I 
shudder uncontrollably to a second, more intense orgasm, 
and as I feel the solid tarmac below us begin to disappear. 
Hunter pushes up, grunting and twitching inside me, filling 
me with such force that I scream his name so loud; it almost 
drowns out the sounds of the engines as we roar into the 
sky, heaving and pulsing into one another in our shared, 
multiple orgasm experience together. 


After a few minutes, the jet levels out and the intercom 
buzzes, Hunter answers. 


“Everything alright Sir? We’re trying to source some engine 
noise.” 


“Oh we're just fine,” Hunter sighs. “We seem to have got off 
alright.” He says, grinning. 


“Very good Sir,” and then its radio silence. 


“I thought you said they never bothered you?” I ask him, 
trying to catch my breath, feeling his hardness growing 
inside me again. 


“They don’t, but I’ve never had anyone scream my name 
like that onboard either,” he says smiling, and we both pick 
up where we left off, making out before our next shared 
climax in the sky. 


It only hits me as we land a few hours later that I have to 
face my father, that we have to face my father. 


Hunter reminds me that he’ll only talk to my dad if it isn’t 
going to upset him too much, which makes me wonder just 
what the hell is going on between the two of them. 


It bothers me, because they’re the two most important, the 
only men in my whole life. The only men I’ve ever loved. 


I’m about to ask Hunter exactly what’s going on, but he 
presses his finger to my lips, and then his own lips to mine, 
ushering me into the waiting limo and only asking for the 
address, which he relays to the driver. 


“TIl probably only be a few minutes,” I tell him nervously. 
“This whole trip’s a bit silly really, I mean...” 


“Madison, please.” Hunter says, holding up his hands, “Can 
we just get there, then worry about it?” 


He puts a reassuring hand on my knee, which I feel is a 
little sweaty. And then it hits me, Hunter’s just as nervous 


about seeing my dad as I am. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


H unter 


I’ve had some pretty nerve-wracking deals made and 
broken in my time. Made fortunes and lost them, only to win 
them all back the next day with another client. But 
something about the idea of having to face down Mark 
Richards, if he’s the man I think he is, just cuts me to the 
quick. 


I can’t screw this up, for Madison’s sake, for our future 
family’s sake. I have to settle the past and I have to have his 
blessing, it’s just how I am I guess. Old school. 


As we draw up, Madison changes her mind. “Let’s just go, I 
can call him. I’ll just buy new clothes...” but her hand is in 
mine now and I squeeze it to let her know I’m here for her. 


“Just go on in, Madison. I’ll wait and when it’s right, you can 
come get me, how ‘bout that?” I suggest, kissing her gently 


She sighs with relief, “Okay, here goes nothing.” We kiss 
again, and I watch as she gets out of the car, making her 
way up the narrow steps into the single story duplex. It 


breaks my heart to think that Madison, my Madison has 
been living like this, even though I know her dad did his 
best and raised her right. 


She looks back one last time, giving me her fingers crossed 
through the tinted windows of the limo and I feel my heart 
melt again, knowing for sure that she’s the mother of my 
children, the Queen of my world. Most likely the future 
partner in Levinson Leisure too. She’s just so damned 
smart, beautiful and sexy as all hell to boot. She’s 
everything I need and more. 


The swelling pride I feel in my chest soon turns to alarm. I 
hear the banging of doors, the low growling yells of a man 
and the finally, what lands me through her front door in 
three steps is the sound of Madison screaming. 


It’s Mark Richards alright, the same bitter, angry lines on 
his face have only deepened with age. He’s in the process of 
tossing Madison’s things as far as he can throw them, 
shouting at her to get out of his house. 


He stops cold as soon as he sees me, I pushed my way 
through the front door, which was already ajar. I would’ve 
kicked it in even if it was locked in three places. 


Mark Richards is shaking with rage, his face is ashen and 
he looks me up and down with such hate in his eyes that 
even I feel a little intimidated. 


“Easy, Mark. Easy...” is all I can manage. 


Madison rushes over to me, tears staining down her cheeks 
as she wraps herself around me, as I keep one arm free, 
just in case Mark has any surprises; but I can tell he’s 
spent. He’s crying too. 


I ask Madison if she’s alright, which she is and she nods to 
say so. I don’t try and stop her when she goes and holds her 


dad, his tears undeniable now. Uncontrollable. 
I can tell it’s the first time he’s cried in over twenty years. 


“T don’t want him to take you away. Maddie,” is all he can 
say to her, “I can’t let him take you away from me... he put 
me in this damned chair, now he wants the only thing I 
love... the man’s a monster, Maddie...a fucking monster!” 


Madison looks at me with such question in her eyes, it 
stings. It really hurts. I don’t say anything, nothing for a full 
minute, not until her dad’s settled down some, then go over 
to them both. 


“Mark, why don’t you tell Madison how you and I met, huh? 
Tell her the truth now, not what you’ve been so mad about 
all these years. The truth, Mark.” 


“TIl be in the car Madison, when you’re ready... if you'll still 
have me... Ill leave you two alone for a bit, but I hope I'll 
see you soon Madison.” I tell her, never being more sure of 
anything in my life. I just know Ill see her real soon. 


The walk back to the limo is the longest of my life, and it’s a 
full half hour before I see the front door opening again. 


Madison. 


She’s wheeling her dad out and he’s got his arm across his 
chest, patting her hand. 


I breathe a choking sigh of relief that almost sounds like a 
wail for a second before I can collect myself. 


I let them come over to the car before I step out again, 
Mark puts the brakes on his chair, and Madison hurls 
herself into my arms. 


“Why didn’t you tell me you were the one who saved him? 
Why didn’t you...” she asks, almost angry and pounding my 


chest before kissing me again. 


“T didn’t know what to tell you Madison,” I confess, “Mark, 
you’ve been so damned mad at me since that night. I almost 
felt like it was my fault...” 


“Pm sorry Hunter,” Mark says holding his arm out, and I 
take his hand firmly, gripping it the whole time he tells his 
Story. 


“Madison, after your mom died, I was a broken man. I 
wasn’t allowed to even see you, my only daughter. I was so 
mad with grief I did a stupid thing, and this man here...” he 
breaks off, choking back his tears, “...this man here, he put 
his own life on the line to save a complete stranger. He 
didn’t put me in this chair, I put myself in it. This man here’s 
the one who gave me a chair instead of a coffin... he saved 
my life so I could share yours...” 


“You’re not a stranger any more” I remind him, and it’s my 
turn to offer the man thanks. 


“If you hadn’t got your life together, raised Madison the way 
you did, then I might never have met her. I might never 
have met and fallen in love with the woman I know I want to 
marry.” 


“If you'll let me, Mark. I want to help you. I want to help you 
get free from the past and I want to help you move on to a 
brighter future, with us.” I say, taking hold of Madison’s 
hand. 


“What are you talking about, I don’t want no damned 
charity.” he says, a little of the old fire still spilling out. 


“Pm not offering charity, Mark. I’m offering friendship, 
forgiveness and peace. I’m offering you the hand of the man 
who wants your daughter’s in marriage... and yes, lll pay 
for the wedding.” 


“Are you...?” Madison asks, and I look back to Mark, who 
seems confused. 


“Hunter? Did you just...?” she asks again, looking just as 
confused as her dad. 


“Mark. I need your blessing before I can do anything else... 
can I marry Madison or not?” 


“Td be honored if you would, Hunter. I’d be honored if you 
would,” is all he can say his body shaking with sobs as I get 
down on one knee in front of Madison. 


“Madison...” I begin, trying to sum up everything I feel into 
one, memorable and magical moment. 


“Yes!” She says, before I can even say another word, and 
before I know it, I’m kissing her in front of her dad, the man 
I saved all those years ago, who I can now look forward to 
calling my own dad, the beginning of our very own family. 
Our new life together as husband and wife. 


Best friends. Lovers. 
Madison and me. 


Forever. 


EPILOGUE 


TWO WEEKS LATER 


unter 


“Are you sure?” She asks me, “It doesn’t make my ass 
look...” 


I narrow my eyes, “Make your ass look more perfect?” I 
correct her, “No, that’s impossible.” I give an exaggerated 
glance at my Rolex, hinting it’s time. We have a meeting to 
get to. 


“But it’s just so expensive!” she exclaims, looking at the 
price tag. 


I touch my forehead to hers, “On your salary, you can afford 
it,” I remind her. 


With my girl looking fresh for our meeting, I make sure I’m 
a few minutes fashionably late. Taking the time to go over a 
few things with Madison again after we’ve shopped for 
some new clothes and had a bite to eat along the way. 


“You can’t keep telling yourself this stuff, Madison.” I 
remind her as we pull up to the meeting. 


“T told you before, you showed me on the plane, the first 
day we met, how to get shit done, in like two minutes you 
turned chaos into something new, redefined. You need to 
apply that same principle to your thinking, all the time.” 


She looks confused, but I’m only going on about it because I 
know she understands, she knows it deep down. 


“T just don’t see how I can contribute.” she protests, but I’m 
not hearing it. 


I know she’ll do well in my meeting, and she does. Far 
better than I would’ve ever anticipated. 


After introductions and my planned presentation of the new 
line of leisure wear I’m teed up to have in hundreds of 
sports chain stores by the next season, I ask Madison to 
share her ideas with the group at the meeting. 


It’s a typical round table deal, with some corporate bigwigs, 
but mostly lawyers and a few executive buyers for national 
chains. 


Madison flushes, her nerves have got the better of her and 
she’s looking over to me to rescue her. Which I know I don’t 
need to, I simply stand up and whisper into her ear. 


“Just tell them what you did with your dress on the plane, 
how you do things... just be yourself,” I say softly, “speak 
from your own experience. Oh, and you’ve totally got this by 
the way.” 


It’s a shaky start, but learning the ropes is never smooth 
sailing. I get a few stern looks from the old timers and give 
them all the ‘wait and see where she’s going’ look. 


Within ten minutes, and a few more of her ideas flowing 
naturally, they’re asking questions. 


Five minutes after that, they’re taking notes. 


The scheduled two hours turns into a five hour think tank, 
with a new deal being struck between Levinson Leisure and 
its trading partners, worth five times what was on the table 
originally. 


We have a new line drafted and it’s estimated to have saved 
us all a ton of money. 


The key messages, ‘less is more’ and ‘use what you already 
have.’ Those trimmed rips in her skirt? 


They’re the new vision for our range of quick release and 
mix-n-match leisure wear, seeing us able to re-manufacture 
hundreds of tons of unsold clothing from last season by 
splitting it up the sides and adding fastening tabs; with a 
premier market run in plus sizes. It’s a first for Levinson 
and unheard of for our traders; who embrace the concept 
instantly. 


I have to drag Madison away from the applause and 
questions, but not from her side of the contract. An equal 
share of all profits is set up in her name. Secretly, I’m 
almost afraid she’ll be poached by my trading partners. 


Almost. 


“What’s this?” she asks, as I slip the velvet box into her 
hands, holding it there after we’re alone in the meeting 
room. 


“Its a couple of weeks late, but they had to find one that 
was appropriate.” I say, not letting her open the box until 
I’m finished. 


“Madison, you’re the most incredible person I’ve ever met. I 
love you and I want to spend the rest of our lives together. I 
know you said yes, but I didn’t have a ring...” it all 
happened so quickly. 


I see her eyes misting up and then she starts to tremble. 


“Can I propose to you properly now? I have your dad’s 
blessing... now I have the ring.” 


I get down on one knee all over again and open the box, the 
rainbow of colors sparkling off the walls of the meeting 
room, lighting up her sliver blues. The only eyes I ever want 
to see on me, her man and mine the only ones that will ever 
be on her, my woman. 


“Madison, it’s how we feel that counts, and what we have 
together is something I can’t let go of, not ever. I’m asking 
you, from the bottom of my heart, to honor me as much as I 
want to honor you, for all time, and bind our love forever in 
the sacred house of marriage, will you do me the honor of 
being my wife?” 
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“Yes, Hunter. Yes...” she says softly, and I slip the ring on 
her finger, which she hardly notices, because her eyes are 
on mine, and I can’t wait to stand up and kiss her, the 
woman of my dreams. My most treasured possession and 
now officially, soon to be my wife. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


adison 


“Because people don’t want to pay a hundred dollars for a 
pair of sweatpants... nor should they...” 


I adjust myself, handing back one twin, Brock, while Hunter 
reloads me with another, Chas; letting me breastfeed while 
on a phone meeting with Europe. It works out great, I’m up 
every three hours and can make all the time difference calls 
a lot easier, way better than emails too. I can tell when 
people are sincere over the phone. 


Hunter? He’s up for ‘my tits’ as he calls them, being out 
whenever and wherever at any time, day or night. Except in 
company, that’s his only rule. I have to keep covered up in 
company, another great reason to work from home. 


And what a home it’s become. A goddamn mess most of the 
time, but a home we call our own. Hunter takes all his 
meetings on Skype or by phone, like me, and when we 
really have to go someplace, it’s in the new jet. A teensy bit 
bigger than the old one. 


“For our growing tribe...” Hunter assured me, eyeing my 
belly like he does when he wants to plant another baby in it, 
which is at least two or three times a day, which I don’t 
mind. It’s like the first day we met every time he touches 
me, and he’s certainly not lost any interest in me physically 
since the twins, quite the opposite. 


If Hunter has rules about my girls being out, I have a rule 
about his boy being out. No nookie when I’m in a meeting, 
or when I have my quiet time, which usually lasts about four 
minute on a good day, with either a twin, or Hunter, Europe, 
or all three needing me the minute I disappear into my 
study, which is really just the other end of Hunter’s office, 
which also doubles as our bedroom, baby changing area 
and general all around living quarters. 


“... I have the swatches, yeah... nice, but I’ll need some full 
sized samples, I can’t tell if it’s comfy just from three square 
inches...” 


Hunter winks at me, mouthing the words ‘you tell ‘em’. I 
don’t mean to ride our staff, but sometimes, some of them 
need a gentle shove, and some common sense. 


After Chas has had his feed, I hand him back to Hunter, who 
passes Brock back to me for his snuggle time with mommy. 
Daddy can burp his brother until they’re both ready for 
their nap, which daddy will have to fight mommy for, 
because she needs it right now. 


“You know,” Hunter says softly as we lay down in bed, a twin 
on each of our chests, “We can let someone else handle all 
the design stuff... if you’re feeling the pressure.” I frown 
over at him, then laugh softly so as not to wake the 
munchkins. 


“Pressure?” I scoff as softly as I can, “Hunter, go push two 
footballs out of your ass and come home to mommy and tell 


me all about pressure.” I love my babies, and I’m all set for 
round two, but actually bringing them into the world? Not 
the funnest part for me, but they’re both totally worth it. 


“You know I would if I could, Honey...” Hunter chimes, and I 
roll my eyes before finishing his sentence, “... but it’s more 
fun making them... right?” 


We laugh in a muffled tone, suddenly wide awake when we 
should both be sleepy, knowing we’ll pay for it later when 
these two boys wake up next, but it doesn’t matter. Being 
with Hunter and my boys. It’s never a chore. It’s the most 
natural thing in the world, why would I want to do anything 
else all day? The fashion stuff, that’s just something to do 
while the boys sleep, both Hunter and I really work for our 
kids, we’re on call for them, for the rest of their lives and 
it’s a job we take seriously. 


“T love you, mommy Levinson,” Hunter says, leaning over to 
kiss me. 


“And I love you, Daddy Levinson,” I add, kissing him again. 
Until the twins can say it, we’ve been saying it for them, 
ever since they were born. 


Love from mommy and daddy. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TWELVE YEARS LATER 


H unter 


Home again. We just got back from a trip with the whole 
tribe. Mommy, Daddy, twelve boys and of course, grandpa. 


Mark’s my new co-pilot, and I got my wings for a 
commercial sized airliner; a much needed trade up from 
the Learjet. Madison will be the first to tell anyone that 
there’s nothing worse than being on a long haul flight full of 
kids... so we just got our own family plane to match the mini 
bus I traded the limos for. 


Things didn’t go exactly to plan, we had some bad weather. 
Really bad, so we had to lay over in Denpasar, Bali on the 
way to Australia. 


Lucky we did stop there, turned out to be the best holiday 
we’ve had as a family, but we say that every year. Madison 
will also say that our whole life is a holiday, which is also 
true. 


While tripping about in a hired bus, we found some new 
suppliers for fabrics, Madison got excited, did her thing and 


before the week was out; we had a whole new line of 
brightly colored, Balinese themed leisure and casual wear. 


I don’t know how she does it, she just takes what’s in front 
of her and creates magic. That’s the power of her real 
passion for fashion, but it never takes center stage over her 
love for our kids, or for me, thankfully. 


Her side of the business is now a nonprofit, with all 
proceeds going to numerous orphan and specially-abled 
sports and support programs all over the place. She micro- 
manages that with her dad, our dad I’m proud to call him, 
with her number one fan and technically boss, still being 
me. 


At least that's what she lets me tell myself. 


I’ve never been happier, and all twelve boys are strong, 
healthy and lucky for me, have their mommy’s eyes, so even 
if she’s out of the room or sleeping, I only have to hug one 
of my sons to see her steel blue eyes all over again. The 
silver blue kind that dance as the light hits them, making 
my heart melt every time. 


“Dad! Cody called me a name again...” 
“What did he call you?” I yell out. 
“The word I’m not allowed to say...” 
Which one today? I wonder. 


“Cody! C’mere!” I shout again, not sounding mad, but 
letting him know I mean business. 


And so it goes on, almost all day, every day. Twelve years 
and twelve boys. And people say having all girls is rough, 


but it isn’t. They couldn’t be anything other than our kids 
and we’d still love them, no matter what. Loving them all to 
pieces. 


“C’mon, Cody, you gotta be original. Saying bad words, 
that’s not your style. You’re a thinking man, I know you 


n 


are. 


At four, Cody is a deep thinker, but he also loves to say 
things he knows he shouldn’t. He’s just like his old man. 
They all are, much to mommy’s delight. 


“We’ll have to keep trying babe,” I assure her, “sooner or 
later, a girl has to come along, maybe two or three...” 
Madison rolls her eyes and pretends not to hear me, but 
she’s noticing the tent in our bed between my legs and 
taking off her glasses, she packs her book away. 


“Then come over here and put a baby girl in me, smarty 
pants,” she challenges me, which I’m happy to try my best 
to do. 


Dimming the lights, in case we have any unexpected 
visitors, I put my hand up her nightie, fondling my tits 
making her moan like we both did on day one, back in the 
kitchen of that tiny jet I used to call an airplane. 


I’m just about to sink my teeth into my loving wife’s neck, 
my free hand on her aching pussy, when we both freeze. 


“Mommy. Daddy... I heard a noise... there’s something in 
my room...” 


“Its your eleven brothers” I murmur, “You share a hall 
sized room with eleven brothers... of course something’s in 
your room...” 


But I can’t make fun of Blake, not when he’s upset. “C’mere 
son,” I whisper to him, lifting our covers while mommy 


makes herself decent again and daddy thinks about 
baseball. “You can camp in here with us for a bit if you 
want, how ‘bout that?” 


He nods affirmatively, and within two minutes, he’s asleep. 
Like an angel. 


“TIl take a rain check on that multiple female baby 
challenge,” I forewarn Madison. 


“Might be first light, might be noon. Might be after dark or 
all three, but I’m up for your challenge, mark my words.” 


She smiles across at me and we hold hands, crossing arms 
lightly over just one of our twelve amazing children. 


“Thank you, Hudson,” Madison whispers, “Just thank you...” 


I reach for the light, letting it grow dimmer, not wanting 
Madison to see the tear on my cheek, or hear the shiver of 
my breath as I kiss our son and then her on the forehead. 


And looking out into the night, across the chirping dark of 
our suburban backyard, I look up; feeling the same warm 
tear run down, I give thanks too. For everything. 


“Thank you,” I whisper, squeezing Madison’s hand. 
“Thanks to you...” 

My woman. 

My one. My only. 

My Madison. 
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